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’ When you let go of what 
you think is true, you find 
a new truth, just as fine’  

– Frida Hyvönen, p42
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For some people, there’s something slightly icky 
about the idea of the make-believe. For some 
people, the imagination is simply a playground,  
and therefore something that’s the preserve of 
children, rather than terrain that’s there to cross,  
or to ascend. And consequently, some people feel  
a bit funny about Bat For Lashes’ Natasha Khan. 
With her tales of summoning families of dolphins 
with her tears, of New York-dwelling alter-egos 
sporting blonde wigs and underarm hair, and  
of nighttime video-shoots pulled straight from  
her dreams, populated by BMX riders in animal 
heads, Natasha is a figure whose flights of fantasy 
seem unusually untethered by the bungee ropes  
of embarrassment. 

This, however, is only a problem if you choose  
to make it one…and besides, her forthcoming  
album Two Suns is epic enchantment of an 
undeniably skilled and accomplished stripe.  
As Sophie Heawood notes in her excellent interview, 
Natasha is a do-er and well as a dreamer, singular  
in her vision and hard-headed in her resolve to see  
it realised. And while her tales of cosmic duality  
and metaphysical romance might at first feel like 
polar opposites to, say, the clear-headed, matter-of-
fact piano songs of Frida Hyvönen’s Silence Is Wild, 
you feel both are equally personal to their creators; 
born from the same creative urge.

Elsewhere in this issue, Frances Morgan meets 
The Thing, one of the flagship bands of Oslo’s  
most essential jazz label Smalltown Superjazzz. 
Keen readers will note we’ve written reams on 
Superjazzz ensembles over the years without ever 
quite getting round to giving them the full feature-
length treatment, so that’s another one ticked  
off the list. If you’re a newcomer to this stuff, 
meanwhile, keep an eye out for next month’s  
Plan B, which will come with an exclusive  
Smalltown Supersound covermount CD.

Elsewhere in this issue, answers to the following 
burning questions. Which member of Fugazi makes 
a mean Rhubarb Crumble? Which hip-hop pioneer 
employs someone to take care of his Googling?  
And is it possible to get drunk off the fumes of  
a kettle filled with alcohol? All shall be revealed,  
so get leafing.

Finally, apologies to Jajaguwar’s Women; due to 
a production mix-up, that was not them pictured 
lurking in the gloom of a dark pub in last issue’s  
Next Wave feature. They are over again to tour this 
month, and Plan B apologies profusely in advance 
for any confusion this may cause at passport control.
Louis Pattison
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www.atprecordings.com

THEDRONES
HAVILAH
THE NEW ALBUM OUT MONDAY 16 FEBRUARY ON ATP RECORDINGS
AVAILABLE ON CD, GATEFOLD VINYL LP & DOWNLOAD
(FREE DOWNLOAD WITH VINYL PURCHASE)

“The saviours of Australian rock...
melancholy, incendiary...brutal, brilliant.”
THE GUARDIAN (Everett True)

“A tripped out, scruffy, thrashy fuck
of epic proportions.”
VICE AUSTRALIA 8/10

“Havilah is prime evidence that
four humans can corral their ambient
fears, creative faculties and many
frustrations into a document not of
nihilism but of intent, purpose, outrage,
hope, fury and ambition.”
ROLLING STONE 4/5

www.thedrones.com.au
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two minute’s hate 
Words: Louis Pattison 
Photography: Maria Jefferis
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Teenage Jesus And The Jerks
Butlins, Minehead
“When you’re this ugly,” announces Lydia 
Lunch to a silent hall, “You better be perfect.” 

The Teenage Jesus And The Jerks that we see 
tonight, reunited at the request of ATP curators 
The Melvins and Mike Patton, is not the same 
band that stalked the stages of CBGBs and 
Max’s Kansas City some 30 years hence. Lydia, 
impossibly teenage in those early photos, 
glowering acidic through cruel kohl eyes, is 
now buxom and matronly, strapped with the 
guitar she never wielded in three decades of 
solo performance. Gone is Bradley Field, long 
since passed on, replaced on stand-up drums by 
former bassist and current Bad Seed Jim 
Sclavunos (who is in turn replaced on bass by 
Thurston Moore, aware he is in the presence of 

progenitors, and keeping his head down like 
the session musician ought). But the next 25 
minutes are as sure a symbol that some people 
never mellow. Some feelings – like loathing and 
contempt and dissatisfaction – never really 
fade. Some wells go so deep they never run dry.

The most brutally simplistic of all the bands 
on Eno’s no-wave document No New York, 
Teenage Jesus were built on the premise that 
there were things to discover in the traditional 
rock form, not by adding to what was there but 
by taking away – and taking away – and taking 
away (it’s no coincidence that this ensemble 
only came into their own once Lunch had 
dispensed with the services of saxophonist 
James Chance, whose showy blasts were the 
antithesis of Teenage Jesus’ lean focus). 

So, the opening ‘Red Alert’ excises vocals, 
tune, chorus, verse, everything. Just 40 seconds 
of drums that beat like hammer blows and 
Lydia’s slide guitar, smeared atop like bloody 
fingerprints on a window-pane, it’s a sort of 
anti-fanfare, a rush of animal panic that dashes 
past your aesthetic judgements and hits you 
right in the lizard brain. Lydia herself, of course, 
is the centrepiece, but her vocal slithers out of 
any easy emotional connections, daring you to 

sink to its level. Simultaneously strained  
and vacant, sometimes it’s a dull monotone, 
sometimes pitched all the way up like a siren 
(not the ship-wrecking temptresses of Greek 
mythology; like, a siren). 

What everyone misses about Teenage Jesus, 
though, is their aptitude for the most simple 
but effective compositions. Time signatures are 
used to astounding effect. ‘Burning Rubber’ is 
three verses in 100 seconds, limping along in a 
painful march, then rushing forwards in a 
frantic, arachnid scuttle, before finally expiring. 
Their best song remains ‘Orphans’. Even 
divested of its video – a still-startling Two 
Minute’s Hate that sees bombs tumbling 
groundwards from a plane undercarriage and a 
Viet-Cong prisoner shot in the head, his brains 
spilling out on the pavement – this is pure, 
scratchy terror, shards of glassy guitar and 
Lunch’s chanted caterwaul, relating a tale more 
grotesque for the sparseness of its imagery: 
“Little orphans running thru the bloody snow/
No more ankles and no more clothes”. 

‘Orphans’ is so good they play it twice, and 
tomorrow night, they’ll repeat the whole set 
again, with barely a note of difference, to a 
crowd that’s doubled in size. Maybe these are 
signs that Teenage Jesus And The Jerks are no 
different to the rest of the bands plugging 
away at the reformation circuit, another 
revolutionary band refigured as successful 
commodity. But these shows are note-perfect 
in their discord, utterly distilled in their 
corruption, still an affront to the world and its 
contentment with basic fucking mediocrity. 
Remember: you buy rat poison, but it still kills. 

Still an affront to 
the world and its 
contentment
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Having cut her teeth freestyling in the street with the boys, Terry Lynn is 
emerging from the game in Jamaica, spitting lyrics with heavy political content 
(or, as she calls it, ‘politricks’). Collaborations with beatsman Phred and 
photography collective The Afflicted Yard, an open-source music-distribution 
scheme, and a tough-talking sound (Kingston rhymin’ with rough melodies  
and global beats) has her hitting back on all sides. A European tour is imminent.

How do you collaborate with Phred?
“Well, he is such a part of the creative process that we’re more like partners, 

brother and sister – or like when dog and cat turn friends. We’ve worked on  
this project for more than three years. When we met, he suggested we take the 
time needed to envision, write and record a project separate from the cyclical 
recording system down here, which felt stagnant and blocked me.

“My writing opened up under the freedom to express myself and my 
environment, away from time restraints and local misconceptions. We’d work 
on songs, travel to record or re-record, re-work structures, free to discard what 
didn’t feel right. He’d always surprise me with new producers, new beats, ideas, 
and we’d just keep carving till it felt done, ready. We agreed to release nothing 
until we had a complete set of work that was how we wanted it.”

Jamaica is a pretty hardcore scene for women. How do you 
experience that as a solo female artist?

“In the current musical climate it’s difficult really for me to get expressed, 
because it’s been a male-dominated game with most focus on their perspective. 
Maybe they think men have something more to say, but I think as a woman, 
women are in charge of so many areas, in households, in families, with children, 
in schools, or in society: they manage their jobs and contribute beyond or at 
equal standards to what men do, and they have their own perspective and 

expression, so, ya know…I don’t think the playing field is level.”
Where do you draw your influence?
“One of my great influences, first and foremost, is my mother, who touched 

my life in whatever I’ve become. Another part is my environment. Musically  
I’ve written about what I’ve felt, what I’ve seen, lived through. And it’s for 
people who struggle within this same environment that I deliver my message  
to – hopefully one that might translate to others as well.”

You’re protesting the violence of Kingston culture on this record,  
but your photographs show you with a gun. 

“What you see is not to intimidate or glorify, or to say who I am. I’ve  
never owned a gun. I abhor violence; the image is a satirical symbol of the 
environment with which I’m trying to express outrage, and a cry for change. 
That image has given me a platform, via your question, to ask you: are you 
aware that Kingston has the highest per capita murder rate in the world? 

“Violence is a constant threat and a means of control. The political 
hierarchies don’t have a clue how to solve it; they struggle with statistics,  
but don’t know what to do. I’m hoping we can collectively find a solution.”

How do the Kingston crowds respond to yr music?
“The Jamaican release has not been synched with the international flow until 

now. We wanted to show that a queen is never crowned at home – especially  
if the system of local exposure is corrupt. It’s not a crown I’m wearing to 
legitimise myself. Phred and I are going against the idea that Jamaica’s system 
has to acknowledge you in order [for you] to represent yourself abroad as  
a Jamaican. Rather than pay local media for exposure, we instead manufactured 
and gave out hundreds of ‘phree’ copies of my album across the island, with  
a message printed on it about why we were doing so: ‘My music is about  
the people for the people. We will not be paying media any ransom to play  
this for the people. Instead we are paying to make these phree copies to give  
out directly. It’s time for a change round here. Thanks for your support’.”

What’s next?
“We’re just working on our live show, linking sound and image – the 

photography of The Afflicted Yard speaks loudly with our project. I’ve  
played small shows in Switzerland, Toronto, etc, but really this is the year  
for international conquering live, so here we go…”

www.kingstonlogic.com

terry lynn 

‘A queen is never crowned 
at home’

 
Words: Jesse Darlin’ 
Photography: Peter Dean Richards

ALBUM OF THE MONTH - UNCUT  
"ECHOES OF 'BIRD' RESOUND EVERYWHERE. THE WINGED VOICE, STILL INTIMATE AND
WARM, STILL MIRRORING THE TREMBLING SOUL OF OUR AGE, WOWS AND FLUTTERS, AS
THRILLINGLY AS EVER" - MOJO 4/5
“AN ALBUM THAT WILL WITHSTAND PLAYING TO THE END OF THE YEAR, IF NOT THE END
OF THE WORLD”  - THE TELEGRAPH CD OF THE WEEK

Antony Plan B:Layout 1  14/01/2009  16:17  Page 1

plan b | �

the void

08-09 VOID TERRY LYNN LPfmm.indd9   9 19/01/2009   13:10:58



“This kind of music is 100 per cent a product of 
online geeking,” squeaks Emma, singer, over 
(appropriately) the internet. It confirms suspicions 
I’d had of this Finnish threesome: in fleshtight jeans, 
loose tees and severe Twenties hair-snips, with a 
snickering twinset of singles ‘Bitch Of The Bitches’ 
and ‘Ray-Ban Glasses’ behind them, they’re totally 
indie-electro right now, kids mainlined into 
cyberspace music/fashion communities at the click 
of a button in a bedroom. Disposable income is 
spent on wet-look leggings, spangly accessories  
and stickied dancefloors lit by the sound of Dandi 
Wind and Cut Copy and Kap Bambino. Their peers?  
“I love The Soft Pack, La Roux, Crystal Fighters,  
and, of course, looking very much forward to 
Klaxons’ second album”. In a previous Singles Club, 
kicking_k reckoned with CSS as forebears – it’s their 

tropi-cool vox, the knowing flirtatiousness but 
streetwise aloofness of their sing-speak (”Hey, boy, 
what’s up wit’ the hair, tryin’ impress? Baby, I don’t 
care”). It’s got ‘em on NME’s Awards Tour, where,  
no doubt, their hipsters-not-hipsters status will be 
consolidated or rubbished. 

But: how do they, sisters Em and Mia and friend-
since-kindergarten Malin, visualise their music? 
“We are for the moment very excited about the 
Nineties,” exclaims Em, eyes probably circled in 
rainbow-paint. “After all the tiring neon new rave 
stuff, we feel very strong for broken colours. I’d say 
we unite green, violet, orange, red, turquoise and all 
different shades of grey. Everything stone-washed, 
sliding colours…just look at our MySpace! In case  
of images,” she thinks, “I’m very psyched about  
bad 3D animation. Also, new wave psychedelics  

and nature pictured in panoramas. That’s Le Corps 
Mince de Françoise!”

It’s this hybridisation of all they know, 
presumably, that’s consecrated their success:  
Em’s cut-glass, clipped English is characterful and  
in-charge on record – when she sings in Finnish, all 
of the band’s fizz and spite comes from two lungs 
playing two languages off against each other. Their 
contemporary influences are responsible for the 
short attention-span, the hyperactive pace, the 
trend-conscious, trend-cynical lyrics, but you can still 
hear Em’s older loves – “I often find myself listening 
to my iTunes library of The Smiths, Nirvana, Sonic 
Youth, Smashing Pumpkins” – smouldering away 
behind the hi-NRG, proto-2009 fervour. Where do 
they hope it’ll take them? “I hope people feel special 
when they listen to us. Also, it would be cool to get 
our rents paid!”

“Five hundred thousand inhabitants isn’t 
enough to fill all the club floors in Helsinki,” she tells 
me. “It is very easy to break through in Finland – the 
standard of music is therefore not that high.”  
I detect a blush; she counters, “We wanted to make 
something that doesn’t exist in Finland. Heavy rock 
is very big, but pop isn’t, not to mention electro  
pop sung in English. You have to sing in Finnish  
to make it big here.” 

Despite the scenester-sarcastic lyrics and 
switchblade synths, Le Corps Mince De Françoise 
aren’t all about digi-dance pop, then. If you do 
check their MySpace, there’s a strangely touching 
‘winter’ version of ‘Ray-Ban Glasses’ played over 
acoustic guitars, cocked-hip fingerclicks and 
keening echo – and Em’s voice is strong, sweet, 
Nineties girl-group. When they harmonise, we’re 
travelling even further back through decades  
(one, two, three). They’re making the words  
”Baby, you’re fine, Ray-Bans off and you will be 
mine” sound, somehow, like part of an earnest 
lovesong; they’re making me nostalgic for teendom 
and diaries and 4am messenger chats we shouldn’t 
have had. It’s important not to pigeonhole. 

It’s important not to expect so little.
www.myspace.com/lecorpsmincedefrancoise

us girls 
Words: Samuel Strang

Listening to US Girls’ Introducing, I think of 
Phil Spector. Not in his Sixties production 
pomp, but on trial in the Noughties, 
haunted by barren doo-wop refrains circling 
endlessly in his head. 

Following an initial circulation of CD-Rs, 
the album first found its way to a limited run 
on Philadelphia imprint Siltbreeze, where  
it joined recent abrasive wonders from the 
likes of Sic Alps and Eat Skull. Dreamt up by 
Chicago native Meghan Remy, it’s a record 
that sees anthemic Wall Of Sound vitality led 
down a cul-de-sac; grand pop declarations 
smothered beneath coarse tape loops and 
acrid layers of distortion.

The one-woman project began in 
Portland, as Remy began to tape ideas onto 
a four-track as a means of escaping the 
company of her dreary housemate.  
Then, following a period she refers to as  
a “lover’s black hole” and a US tour with  
no-wave brutes Shearing Pinx, she moved 
back to Chicago and started to distribute 
the album. Like Spector, who declared 
albums as “two hits and ten pieces of junk”, 
Remy references singular epiphanies as the 
source of her inspiration, citing Stevie 
Wonder and Darlene Love as the glue to her 
sound. It’s an insight into the contradictory 
sensibility of Introducing, a unique pop rot.

“Bleak? Sure, I’d accept that. Things are 
pretty bleak,” the blonde-helmeted ‘DIY 
ingenue’ responds to whether she 
deliberately masks a pop candour.  
“But my music is not decidedly anything, 
except blown out – and that’s because  
I am uncomfortable with whatever I’m 
trying to say being conveyed in a clean,  
clear matter.”

Trying to dismantle this apparent 
furtiveness seems odd when so much of  
her material to date sounds so heroic;  
her operatic wail recalling Diamanda Galás’ 
shriek. Additionally boasting an arsenal of 
covers that include Spector-penned Beach 
Boys gem ‘I Can Hear Music’ and a 
remarkable industrial take on Springsteen’s 
‘Prove It All Night’, her opinion of the home 
of the brave is a despairing one.

“America is a weary place right now. 
Therefore, anything I write referencing it 
will be too. I do write about American 
culture a fair bit. You know, ‘This American 
Life’, this sick, sick soil. I think any conscious 
female who has grown up here has the 
desire to tell her story in some way, even if 
it’s just in a journal that no-one sees.” 

www.myspace.com/usgirlsss

‘We are very excited 
about the Nineties’

le corps mince de françoise 
Words: Lauren Strain 
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Art Goes Pop are unashamed dealers of 
off-kilter indie pop, and hip (not hipster) 
electronic mash-ups. They are not for 
profit. They are, in fact, a pro-deficit  
kind of label, revelling in the artistic 
resourcefulness resulting from being 
fiscally impoverished. In the words of  
one of the label’s co-founders (both of 
whom cling steadfastly to their right to 
remain anonymous), “Art Goes Pop is  
a continuing experiment to see how far  
we can separate the words ‘music’ and 
‘industry’. We sprang from a not-for-
profit notion, simmering with highfalutin 
ideals, simple and possible, married to  
a sense that all we wanted was to release 
the music we liked and get as many other 
people to hear it as possible. True to the 
notion of DIY, we threw off the shackles 
of press and radio pluggers, preferring 
instead to form human relationships  
with bloggers, reviewers and radio DJs. 
We also gamefully, some say foolishly, 
rejected major label funding – which has 
meant we sometimes feel like unfunded 
entities, adrift in a sea of full-time,  
over-exposed ‘indies’.”

The label was formed in Leeds in  
2006 and acts as a practitioner of all that  
is primary-coloured, fuzzy, twisted and  
self-effacing. Don’t just leave your ego  
at the door – don’t bring it out in the first 
place. What follows is a recap, mapped 
out by four singles and one compilation:

Ruby Tombs 
Those Who Can’t
Sadly defunct, this Bradford-based three-
piece were no strangers to the seamier 
side of rock’n’roll.

Art Goes Pop: “The band that not 
only created a ‘new’ sound (creepbeat) 
but inspired us to put out the first AGP 
release…Single of the Week in Artrocker 

and about six plays on Radio One  
made us think we made a good decision.  
They split quite soon after but we possess 
a wealth of their recorded output.  
We’re planning to release it one day  
to show what the world missed out on.”

South Central 
Nothing Can Go Wrong
Brighton’s masters of disguise filled a fair 
few dancefloors with this dicey number, 
which owes more than a doff of the cap 
to Iggy and his Stooges. 

AGP: “Breaking out of our seven-
inches bracket we unleashed this 12-inch 
which found us glitching it in style, it got 
a massive number of plays on MTV2 with 

a video that cost us £12, thanks to our 
AGP video department known as Josh 
Armitage. It also was the beginning of  
a label-long friendship with the hooded 
re-mystics.”

Duloks 
(I’m Gonna Follow Your) Star Trail
It’s comic, it’s epic, it’s singalong – it’s 
bordering on ridiculous – and, thence, 
genius. They say lo-fi, we say high five!

AGP: “A lo-fi grrrl anthem that 
hooked our hearts and made us  
befriend a bunch of sassy fancy-dressed 
nymphs. Mira Manga is one of the most 
charismatic frontpeople I’ve ever seen. 
About this time we got both Radio One 

and FACT magazine label of the week, 
and thought that we’d finally cracked it. 
We hadn’t.”

Isosceles 
Get Your Hands Off
One of Art Goes Pop’s early forays in  
to the world of Glasgow’s pop culture, 
Isosceles are arch and smouldering with 
disdain, like Franz Ferdinand’s snottier-
nosed cousins.

AGP: “This super-catchy release  
saw us get our best (and last) offer from  
a major for us to sell out…originally we 
were offered £10,000 to ‘develop’ their 
bands. Over a year later we were offered 
£480,000 to be a subsidiary. We turned  
it down, but not before we were accused 
of being hippies who were clinging to 
stupid morals. Got a few nice dinners out 
of it, though…the song got a new lease 
of life when Oxy used it on their latest TV 
adverts, which was interesting…”

Various 
The Glasgow School Of Art Goes Pop
Possibly Art Goes Pop’s most ambitious 
release to date: 23 tracks of side-stepping 
Scottish guitar-pop. Attention-grabbers 
include the scuzzy droolings from Fangs 
and Dirty Summer, plus the bullish 
yearnings of We Were Promised Jetpacks.

AGP: “We picked our favourite 
Scottish bands, wanged them on a 
compilation, got a bunch of Glasgow 
School Of Art folks to not only design 
individual covers but also put on a very 
successful exhibition, then threw a 
massive party at the SWG3 warehouse. 
Lack of money in the kitty is stopping us 
pressing it officially, so currently it’s a free 
compilation that we’re slowly pressing up 
and spreading about.”

www.myspace.com/artgoespop

read the label: art goes pop 
Words: Hayley Avron

From Leeds, two shadowy cultural benefactors 
doing it underground, for all the right reasons

‘True to the 
notion of DIY’
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NEW RELEASES COMING SOON FROM:
AKRON/FAMILY | BOWERBIRDS
PO BOX 61315 LONDON N19 9AB UK
WWW.DEADOCEANS.COM

ALSO AVA I LABLE FROM
D E A D O C E A N S :

PHOSPHORESCENT
TO WILLIE

CD/LP

BISHOP ALLEN
GRRR...

CD/LP OUT MARCH

MT. ST. HELENS
VIETNAM BAND

MT. ST. HELENS
VIETNAM BAND

CD/LP OUT MARCH

CD/LP

PO BOX 61315 LONDON N19 9AB UK | 1499 WEST 2ND STREET, BLOOMINGTON, INDIANA 47403 USA | WWW.SECRETLYCANADIAN.COM

MUSIC GO MUSIC
WARM IN THE SHADOWS

12”

FRIDA HYVÖNEN
SILENCE IS WILD

CD/LP

ZERO BOYS
HISTORY OF
CD/LP

ZERO BOYS
VICIOUS CIRCLE
CD/LP
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Liverpool
We wake at the crisp time of 5am, take off our 
pajamas, brush our teeth and put on our street 
clothes. The lift arrives to Dublin airport. Excitement 
and illness have swept our camp. We are catching a 
flight to Liverpool, where Fight Like Apes are playing 
our first gig supporting The Prodigy that night.
Airport breakfasts are always a disappointment,  
so we opt for the McDonalds option. If there’s ever 
anything to get excited about, it’s the McDonalds 
breakfast option. Coughing and spluttering, extra 
hash-browns in hand, we board the plane.

We arrive at 8am. The gig isn’t for another 
twelve hours. What to do? Personally, I go for the 
Burger King option. If there’s ever something to  
not get excited about it’s the Burger King option. 
We passed time by watching on orchestra of kids – 
all spruced up in their Christmas best – playing 
Christmas songs, bringing a new meaning to the 
word ‘interpretation’ in the process. 

We arrive at the venue around four. We’re not at 
all nervous about meeting The Prodigy. Excited! Not 
nervous! Then, Liam Howlett suddenly appears and 
says, “Hey guys! I like your band!” What do you 
say? How does one respond to the compliments of  
a man who has shaped your childhood? “I…I like 

your band, too.” We’ve been at the venue 54 
minutes, and we’ve already come across like twats.

Still – that’s not gonna hold us back! This is our 
moment and, sure enough, at 8.15 we approach 
the stage, caps in hand, tacky flashing sunglasses on 
our heads, to greet the world. We’re going to bring 
a new meaning to the term ‘support band’…

There’s a modest reaction as we walk out on 
stage. We look at each other. Don’t worry guys! Just 
wait till they hear us! And so we start. This is the 
moment we had been waiting for all of our lives. 
This is the moment where we break down social 
barriers between indie and dance, where pill heads 
and tee-totallers alike come together and stand  
arm in arm in awe of Fight Like Apes’ sonic assault. 
Finishing our opener, we prepare to bask in the glory 
of the crowd’s admiration.

Have you ever 
heard the sound  
of two thousand 
people scratching 
their heads in 
unison?

Glasgow
Up at the crack of 12 
for another glorious 
day. Last night had 
really put our feet 
squarely back on  
the ground – but 
today we would  
turn it around.

At one stage 
during the gig the 
night before the 
crowd had erupted. 
We were midway 
though ‘I’m 
Beginning To Think 
You Prefer Beverly 
Hills 90210 To Me’ 
and I started 

thinking They get it, they really it! Then I turned  
to see Keith, Maxim and Liam side-stage, watching.  
If only I hadn’t looked around I could have kept  
my moment.

Still, we soldier on, and make our way to 
Glasgow for the second gig of the tour. It is at this 
point I feel I must mention the catering. Us Apes  
are seldom exposed to such delights – but catering 
is, in essence, the fucking business! Serious terrines 
of this, fillets of that – let’s just say The Prodigy (and 
their crew) know how to eat. We feel like imposters 
queuing for such luxuries, thinking the powers  
that be might at any moment tell us go back to  
our dressing room for Walkers crisps and tap water. 
Thankfully, this is not the case.

As 8.15 approaches, we unbuckle our belts  
a couple of notches and make the decision to 
discard our flashing glasses. Tonight, we’re not 
going to use gimmicks. This is no-holds barred,  
and they’re going to love us or hate us. 

But confusion once again sets in. ‘This is it?’  
they think. ‘Where’s the beats?’ someone queries. 
We’ve altered the set to allow no breaks between 
songs, and mentally prepared by saying to each 
other: “No matter what the reaction – pretend  
they fucking love it in your head.” This technique 
genuinely works…unless, of course, you’re outside 
packing the van, gear sat in a large puddle, and a 
passer-by shouts: “You’ve really made it now, lads!”

All is not lost. The best thing about playing  
with The Prodigy is that you get to see The Prodigy 
every night – which we do. They blow the roof off 
the Academy, and once again, our feet are put 
squarely back on planet earth. Tomorrow would  
be another day. 

Birmingham
Birmingham is a city we are totally in love with. We 
have a lot of friends from here and every time we’ve 
played here before, we’ve gone down well and the 
crowds had been cool and really responsive. People 
in Birmingham love Fight Like Apes. We know this.

Birmingham’s Prodigy fans apparently didn’t 
receive this memo. This was the gig of the tour that 
finally made us ask the question: How much must 
you hate a band if you are willing to queue for half 
an hour at the bar to get a drink just to throw at 
them? At one point, I’m stood in the middle of the 
stage literally begging for a pint, but alas, their aim 
is pretty off. There is a lot of hatred – but also a little 
bit of love. It appears that we had finally started 
splitting the crowd, which in context, is something 
of an improvement. For us, it’s all about getting  

Won’t someone think of the 
support band? Fight Like Apes 
will, ‘cause they are – on the 
Nineties dance undercard

How much must you 
hate a band to queue 
at the bar for a drink 
just to throw at them?

 
Words: Pockets 
Illustration: Vincent Vanoli
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playlist: julie tippex 
Words: Marie la Française 
Illustration: Sarah Lippett

Extra Life 
The Refrain (Planaria/Lo)
First time you listen you think ‘it’s alright’. 
Then, ‘pretty good’. Next: ‘Bloody hell! 
what’s going on here?’. Finally, you text all 
your friends. I find in Extra Life the weirdness 
and the grace of Dirty Projectors, This Heat 
and Arthur Russell, plus the heavy math rock 
base of US bands I adored in my teenage 
years like Unsane or Helmet. I can’t wait for 
their tour in May.

Max Tundra 
Will Get Fooled 
Again (Domino)
This guy makes you  
do the moonwalk and 
touch your tits while 
shaking your hair. I feel 
like Beyonce in a music 
video. All the teenage 
girls of the country 
should have a poster of 
Max Tundra in their bedrooms.

Ben Butler and Mouse Pad 
Mouse Pad demo (unreleased)
Ben Butler, the new solo project of Joe of  
Gay Against You, makes me feel the same  
as Max Tundra does, with even more glory. 
His cheesy disco-prog tunes instantly drape 
you in shiny disco dress and you’re ready to 
take on the world. It’s bloody brilliant. 

The Chap 
Carlos Walter Wendy Stanley (Lo)
With ‘Carlos’ I feel back in the glorious 
minimal post-punk years with a touch of 
smart electronics. The Chap rocks my heart 
so much, and make me lose weight too.  
I calculated once that they’ve made me lose 
tens of thousands of calories as I’ve attended 
about 40 of their live shows, and shook my 
booty a lot during every one of them. 

Melissa St Pierre 
Fig III (Table Of The Elements)
This girl from Pittsburgh is totally unique.  
She looks like Feist and plays like Harry 

Partch or John Cage. Melissa customises  
her electric piano, plays it with various  
things placed on the strings, and runs  
it through a  delay pedal. The result 
 is totally hypnotic – hot, weird and  
fantastic!

Steely Dan 
Peg (MCA)
This song is the hit of our kitchen. It’s so 
smooth and perfect, it makes me want  
to be a musician – a fretless bass player, 
perhaps, or a house music backing vocalist, 
maybe – rather than a booking agent. 

The making of their track ‘Peg’ makes  
me more happy than a big cheesecake. Look 
it up on YouTube.

Young Marble Giants 
Searching For Mr Right (Domino)
Colossal Youth is probably the album I’ve 
played the most in my life. Kurt Cobain was 
right: it’s pure beauty and perfection. 

I stalked the guitar player, Stuart 
Moxham for four years, begging them to 
reform for a show. It eventually worked out, 
and Young Marble Giants came to Paris for  
a fantastic and memorable performance 
after 27 years off the stage (save a one-off 
show in Wales). During the soundcheck, me 
and Pascal, my booking partner, were almost 
crying: we never thought we’d see the Giants 
live. They dedicated ‘Searching For Mr Right’ 
to me and accepted our offer to become their 
agents. We never felt as honoured. They’ll 
perform at ATP in May and we’ll be there, 
easy to spot. Just catch up with the two with 
wet eyes and stupid big smiles.

Julie Tippex is a booking agency situated in 
London, Paris and Berlin since January 2007. 
The agency is run by a bunch of nice people, 
with a strong majority of girls and glasses 
wearers. www.myspace.com/julietippex

All the teenage girls of 
the country should have 
a poster of Max Tundra 
in their bedrooms

a response – so long as it’s not total indifference, we’re happy. And there is no 
indifference in Birmingham. After the gig, we catch up with friends. Tomorrow 
is a day off. We welcome it. 

Sheffield
We know three things about Sheffield before our gig there. The first is that there 
more trees per person in Sheffield than in any other city in Europe. The second  
is that parts of the Stallone movie Fist were filmed in Sheffield. The third is that  
if someone calls you ‘duck’, it’s not because you have webbed feet. It’s a term  
of endearment. 

Truthfully, our enthusiasm is waning a little at this stage and while our day  
off should have raised our spirits, it hasn’t. We are effectively a shell of a band. 
Before going onstage we slap each other a lot to wake ourselves up a bit, 
expecting flying bottles and any other objects you can conceivably lob 20 feet. 
Tonight, Matthew, we are going to be human magnets!

We trudge onstage with our feet stuck to the ground. Then, it happens.  
Out of nowhere, someone is clapping. Then someone cheers. This appears to 
start some sort of a chain reaction. Is Sheffield really responding to us positively? 
I leave my keyboard and check the sides of the stage, assuming the Prodigy must 
be hiding somewhere. We play a really good gig, as well, which makes it feel all 
worthwhile. We are ducks. 

Afterwards, Keith Flint comes into our dressing room to tell us how much  
he enjoyed the gig. Tom is dumbstruck. If you’ve ever met Keith, you’ll know it’s 
hard not to gibber like an idiot around him. From now, however, we’ve decided 
to expect the worst at every possible gig. From now, we are going to walk on 
stage like Keanu Reeves and come offstage like someone with a soul.

London
Brixton Academy. The big one. This is definitely going to be the biggest crowd 
we’ve ever played to before. Once again, we are expecting nothing from this. 
Enthusiasm is forbidden. Any time any one of us smiles they get a severe dead 
arm. They are going to hate us. This becomes Fight Like Apes law. 

Soundcheck goes well, and afterwards we gorge ourselves on catering.  
We have eaten like kings this tour. No more truckstops for us.

Our manager has come over for the London gig. He tells us we need a video 
blog of the entire week, and he has brought a video camera. Tonight, we decide 
to come up with a whole tour’s worth of footage.

Onstage, I see Tom smile. I tell him I’ll break his fucking neck if he does it 
again. Have we cracked it? Is this the key? 

Apparently so! The gig goes off without a hitch, the crowd reacts really well 
to every song, and not a single beer is thrown. We go off-stage delighted, but  
a little sad, as this is the final show. We have a party 
in our dressing room. A shoe steamer is filled up 
with vodka, with the ingenious notion that  
if we left it on we won’t even have to  
pick up our drinks to get drunk. But 
apparently alcohol boils at a different 
temperature to water.

The next day, we ring the 
Chemical Brothers and tell them  
that the next time they need a 
support band we’d be up for it. 
Haven’t heard back yet.
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This is how he got here from there, talking 
about an album he hopes people will listen to 
in five years. And you know he’s understating 
the ambition, cos he’s sure undersold the 
record. That’d be Tronic, an invigoratingly 
plausible futuristic opus that pisses all over  
the juvenile dystopias of, say, El-P as firmly as  
it treads on the  stunted ambitions of classicist 
indie bores who would have hip-hop forever 
stuck in the early Nineties. It’s not like normally 
you’d give a toss about whether dude had paid 
his dues. Quite the opposite – it’s almost an 
offence sometimes how such types parade the 
fact as a substitute for having something to say, 
now. But sometimes it’s relevant.

And here we’ve got evidence. Type ‘Black 
Milk makes a beat’ into YouTube, and enjoy 
recent history. Filmed in his modest studio 
around late 2005, Black builds a track, starting 
out casual, fiddling with a loop of soul strings 
via the dial of his MPC, rolling it back and  
forth till he gets the segment he needs at  
the tempo he wants, seemingly confident  
but worrying aloud to camera with a nervous 
laugh: ”Hopefully this shit don’t come out 
wack, man. I’m doing it on the spot!”

That it doesn’t is down to a canny ear  
for sonic grit. He’s upfront about it, advising 
viewers on production technique, overuse  
of the metronome and capturing the Detroit 
sound. Sprinkling in the dirt.

I tell him one of my favourite bits on the 
video is where he’s talking about making it 
sloppy. “Hell yeah,” he agrees. Do you ever  
get inspiration from mistakes? 

“That’s what keeps it raw. Not to have a  
real big fuck-up in there, but – keeping the air. 
Taking crackle from the record and putting it 
on top, or just dirtying it up.”

He was no novice even back then, as  
the track he finishes in 10 minutes testifies,  
an agitated thug beat kicking up against  
the melancholia of the sample like a 
psychedelicised take on the RZA’s work  
for the first Ghostface solo LP, Ironman.  
But neither was he then what he is now. 

At this point he had a few low-key releases,  
on his own and with others, the most notable 
being a majority of the last two Slum Village 
albums. Tracks positively murdered included 
the exquisite ‘Reunion’ where a guest verse 
from J Dilla gave him the chance to work 

virtually with – and earn the respect of –  
the producer he’s most often compared to. 
Since then, the deluge of work has continued – 
among others a proper solo album named 
Popular Demand, an album with Aftermath 
draftee Bishop Lamont under the inter-
regional Caltroit banner, and the intellectually 
fierce but nevertheless engaging solo debut 
from the guy who replaced Dilla in Slum 
Village, Elzhi’s The Preface. All of the above  
are well worthy of your investment.

Each new batch of tracks saw him painting 
yet bolder sonics from a progressively broader 
palette, through to Tronic’s vibrant clash of 
sounds nabbed from or inspired by funk 
perennials James Brown and Fela Kuti on  
one hand and prog titans Yes, Alan Parsons, 

and Camel on the other. He’s suitably bullish, 
“People were saying I make dope music.  
I wanted to put something together that  
was like an event, that people would be going  
back to for another five years.” Nevertheless, 
opening track ‘The Story So Far’ is bedded in  
a sample of…Mike Oldfield.

I tell him I don’t get that. Mike Oldfield’s 
someone I’d think of having a very neat kind  
of music. “Yeah. I actually wanted to clean  
up my sound for this album. I want to show  
the people at all levels I can make something,  
I can be commercial, I can be crossover, still 
make my dirty underground-sounding music, 
put it on one album – and make it flow.”

There’s a lyric on ‘Hold It Down’ where 
you’re talking about whether you should  
get the attention of the 106&Park crowd  
or spit the lyrical underground shit. That’s 
obviously something that you’ve thought 
about a lot. “Yeah, especially when you know 
you have the ability to go to the next route.  
Get some radio play and see your videos on 
MTV. I have that ability and I feel I can make 
that type of music without straying from my 
original sound.”

And, after absorbing the details of Tronic 
 it’s easy to feel he can too. Not only because  
he sets himself up as a visionary, but because  
he displays an intuitive grasp of the 
fundamentals born out of a focused grind  
and, yes, dues paid. As a result both space  
and the beat keep calling him back on an 
album suspended beautifully between  
the two. “The musical side of me wants to do 
something real innovative and creative and 
that always kicks in and kind of holds me back 
from doing a certain formula. I’m trying to get 
to a level where I create a fanbase that’s big 
enough for me to live good off of, without 
having to worry about getting the majors.  
I’m trying to build that fanbase that supports 
almost damn near everything I do.”

www.myspace.com/blackmk

dairy of a madman 
Words: Ringo P Stacey

Plan B meets Black Milk, the on-the-
up hip-hop producer redefining the 
Detroit sound

‘I wanted to put 
something together 
that was like an event’
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I blame capitalism. As a tiny urchin I’d insist upon 
watching The Money Programme, to the chagrin  
of my staunchly socialist dad. Then, as now, I had 
nary a stock or share to my name – but I did have  
a yen for the theme tune. Half-inched from 1964 
movie The Carpetbaggers, this Elmer Bernstein-
hewn dynamic cartoon hustle was powered by 
scrapyard brass, its groove a tantalising half-step  
too long. It made no sense…but I was mesmerised. 
That extra moment jutted out and snagged me like 
a splinter. Why did it sound all wrong?

Other pre-adolescent favourites had a similarly 
jarring quality: Mars from Holst’s Planets, Mission: 

Impossible, Dave Brubeck’s ‘Take Five’. What initially 
seemed awkward was slowly reshaping me. Now, 
decades later, I find myself distrusting symmetry;  
I think, dance, breathe in odd numbers, askew from 
the endlessly recycled permeations of 4/4. Take  
me clubbing and I feel like I’m trying to put on a 
glove that has one finger too few. I crave impossible 
complexity, music that resists comprehension, so as 
to relive the thrill of infant bafflement. Not knowing 
when the next beat will fall can be overwhelming – 
it locks you into the moment, focuses awareness  
on the now and forces immersion. It’s easier to lose 
yourself in a maze than on a straight road.

That said, I don’t really hate the subject at hand. 
To do so would be to hate Can, James Brown, the 
Ramones, AC/DC and countless others whose 
existence is proof of the power of the quadrilateral 

stomp – it would be to hate music itself. But don’t 
you weary of 4/4’s increasingly creaky ubiquity? 
Don’t you unleash a desiccating sigh when the  
latest highly hyped pop product/beat sculptor/
Brooklyn faux-primitivist arrives recycling the same 
predictable plod, its blank inevitability echoing the 
linear drudgery of labour? Music is surely an escape 
from servitude, not a continuation. 

The number four has dominated pop so 
completely for so long that it now appears natural, 
its appeal spoken of in evolutionary biological  
terms that reference heartbeats or our gait across 
the plains in pursuit of a baluchitherium. Yet many  
non-Western traditional forms are not based on 
fours – the compound meters of Eastern Europe  
and the Middle East, the ragas of India, the 
polyrhythms of Africa and South-East Asia.  
Inherent simplicity is cited as a reason for 4/4’s 
stranglehold, but this is an argument perpetually 
eating its own arse. Four-beat cycles do indeed  
seem the most ‘normal’ – because their simplicity  
is familiarity in disguise, mere cultural conditioning. 
Had the waltz won the popular battle, I would be 
railing against 3/4. In the parallel universe where 
math-jazz guru Don Ellis is Emperor, this piece is 
entitled ‘Why I Hate 27/16’. The beat itself is almost 
irrelevant – it’s the wearisome tyranny that chafes. 

‘Odd’ meters are nothing new. Stravinsky 
perfected irregular rhythms in 1913 (just as  
Kool And The Gang perfected 4/4 in 1972), and  
his mastery arguably remained unchallenged  
until Messiaen or Ruins or Meshuggah. But his 
descendants – prog, tech-metal, breakcore, math, 
etc – remain niche aberrations within a stultifying 
paradigm. It’s not about demanding onanistic 
virtuoso complexity in pop, but more rhythmic 
diversity, greater imaginative freedom, plenty  
of opportunities to shake our tailfeathers in a 
lopsided fashion to an 11-beat Britney. Music can 
inspire action, define reality, shape time itself –  
so what a waste to reaffirm the norm, over and  
over again. More liberating by far to cast aside  
our conditioning, transcend the trudge and dance  
to disorienting beats. 

in the mix: casiotone for 
the painfully alone 

Washington Phillips 
Mother’s Last Word To Her Son
”I love everything about this song. I love the chord 
progression, I love the way Mr Phillips’ voice cracks 
just three words in, and I love the way the song 
suddenly speeds up half of the way through. This  
might be the best music!”

Cassie
Me And U
”This song came out a few years ago, but I just got 
obsessed with it a few weeks before Thanksgiving.  
I want more R&B that sounds like Seventies Italian 
horror movies. There is one little vocal harmony in this 
song that totally gives me the creeps and some really 
good, icy, little keyboard parts that sound like they 
were stolen from Kraftwerk songs. I don’t care if they 
actually were or not because they sound really great 
when they happen in this song. I think the bridge is 
kind of disappointing, but my brother Gordon doesn’t 
agree with me. I don’t usually like bridges, though.”

Neil Young 
Philadelphia
”I sit in my car and listen to this song with the  
engine off and my eyes closed like a freak. It sounds  
so effortless yet so totally direct and dehabilitating. Mr 
Young has a really magical way of making the simplest, 
most sing-song rhymes feel totally profound – and 
dumb – at the same time. I wish I could do that.”

Positive K 
I Got A Man
”Someone recently told me that the female duet part  
in this song are actually Positive K recorded through 
some kind of sassy lady vocal effect. Is it weird that  
I want to date Positive K recorded through a sassy  
lady vocal effect?”

Robert Wyatt 
Masters Of The Field
”I first heard this song while watching that bird 
documentary Winged Migration on public television 
really late one night. I’ve only heard it one other time 
since then, and it was about a week later when the 
show played on public television station again, and  
I waited for like a half-hour or whatever for the song  
to come back on. 

”I never bought the soundtrack album or anything 
– and I just have this vague kind of memory about how 
great this song is, but I find myself thinking about it an 
awful lot. It can be so easy to track down any and all 
media these days what with the internet and all, so  
I really treasure having this one mysterious little song 
that is more memory than anything else. I don’t know 
when I’ll get to hear it again.”
(Owen Ashworth)

www.cftpa.org

I think, dance, breathe 
in odd numbers

why i hate…4/4 
Words: Matt Evans 
Illustration: Adrian Fleet
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Lily Allen
The Fear (Parlophone)
The cover of which has our heroine getting 
to hang out with person-size letters which 
spell out her name, adding something else 
to the things we want to do before we die. 
Louis: Right. So I like Lily Allen. I think she is  
a compelling pop personality.
Frances: You get to do a song about 
pressures of fame two years into yr career.
Louis: ”I am a weapon of massive 
consumption/It’s not my fault, it’s how I’m 
programmed to function”. Ambitious!
Ringo: I like this; it’s just the right side of glib.
Louis: It’s shorter on the reggae-lite feel, and 
heavier on the poppier electronics.
Frances: It initially made me think about Pulp, 
because they had a song about The Fear,  
and appositely it does have a Different Class-
era Pulp feel. Like she’s ‘satirising’ celebrity 
by playing the part of a dumb, pressurised 
celeb. As if she isn’t one.
Ringo: Attacking the system from inside  
(if that’s possible is a whole other thing…)
Frances: Pulp managed it but she has never 
been outside it. She grew up in it.
Louis: It’s smart though. But maybe a little 
Robbie Williams. 
Kick: It’s a weird comeback single – very 
subdued…and kind of – not sure she wants 
to come back, even.

Crystal Stilts
Departure (Angular)
Brooklyn reps for Manchester, following 
October’s debut album, Alight Of Night. 
Louis: More Vivian Girls type scenesters, innit. 
So far this rekkid has passed me by.
Frances: It’s passing me by right now…there 
it goes. Jangle jangle.
Louis: Bit of Joy Division, bit of Cure…
Bunnymen? Kinda record collection rock.
Kick: Vivian Girls have a spitefulness that 
spikes it. These dudes just sound bored.

Frances: These play ‘better’ but write 
monotone songs, whereas Vivian Girls aim 
outside their capabilities, and I like that.
Ringo: The vocals are a nothing posture. 
Louis: This is the sort of stuff that picks up on 
the bands mentioned above (who could all 
write singles) but excises the pop urge.
Ringo: This is not a bad record. I think it’s too 
easy to be negative about shit like this when 
you’re an old fart with a record collection the 
size of a Zavvi warehouse.
Kick: And if you broadcast yr boredom, that 
makes you a carrier.

Kyla
Do You Mind (Crazy Cousinz remix) 
(Defenders LOS/Northernline)
They love to play their bongos, and  
they have T-shirts that proclaim the fact. 
You can see them on their Bebo page. 
Kick: I quite like the R&B vocals over the 
relentless house backdrop.
Frances: Nice. And there’s a WOOMPH noise 
that’s pure late Eighties.
Ringo: Her vocal is sultry and true. She’s got 
that Minnie Ripperton coyness.
Louis: It always reminds me a little bit of 
reggaeton, there’s a push to the beats. 
Kick: Yeah, it’s more chunky than syrupy, 
which I’m grateful for…
Frances: I like these bits where the vocal piles 
up in layers of harmony – it’s really sweet. 
Reminds me of Burial.
Louis: Sorta thing you might have heard at 
the Hacienda or something, I’d imagine. Like 
a good M-People without all the yodeling.
Kick: The music is like perfume.
Frances: Which perfume?
Kick: ‘Distant Vistas’.

Banjo Or Freakout
Mr No (No Pain In Pop)
Solo Italian in LDN, making lo-fi, dreamy 
pop dispensed in very limited quantities by 

a young label pushing hard in the  
righteous direction.
Kick: Has covered Burial and LCD 
Soundsystem, and made them both sound 
like George Harrison. I DON’T MEAN IT.
Ringo: YES YOU DO. Is this spiritual then?  
Is anyone ascending?
Frances: No. I am entropising. It’s OK.  
Lots of layered, hazy sounds.
Kick: It’s probs a touch indulgent, though..?
Ringo: Not indulgent enough. He sounds  
like he really needs to jerk off a bit. His  
banjo is nice, but…not enough freakout. 
Louis: It’s nice…but it’s quite evidently the 
work of someone who’s heard Person Pitch 
and gone (lightbulb ping) instead of coming 
to those places via their own explorations.
Kick: Animal Collective have been SO 
influential, and sometimes it’s hard for 
people to get beyond that. 

Sky Larkin
Beeline (Wichita)
This Leeds trio quested to Seattle to record 
their album. They want you to go their 
website, and download a free tour poster.
Ringo: Why go to Seattle? Do they have 
better microphones there?
Frances: It’s very Sleater-Kinney.
Louis: No real charisma demonstrated yet.
Ringo: She’s the lady David Gedge. Confident 
lady punk-pop, nice enough.
Louis: People don’t want David Gedge for his 
nice voice though. 
Ringo: They want him for his earthy 
manliness. I think she’s got a nice line  
in earthy femanliness.
Kick: It’s sweetly jagged and carries lots of 
momentum lightly.
Frances: Tough and sweet but I don’t love it.
Louis: Somewhere uncomfortable between 
tunefulness and noisiness.
Frances: Most of these bands shoot their load 
a bit early – but this has a good outro.

Eskiboy
She’s Glowing (Eskibeat)
Wiley’s follows a year of credits (No1!)  
and debits (the video!) with a single from 
his alter ego, featuring admirable 
assistance from Kano and Ghetto. 
Frances: Ladies don’t perspire, they ‘glow’.
Kick: Could sit next to Crazy Cousinz in  
a deejay set. All these people smiling at  
each other and throwing slow shapes.
Ringo: After See Clear Now it’s just a relief to 
hear Wiley make grime again.
Louis: Not especially grimey, though, is it? 
Frances: I like that it’s gentle without being 
soppy, there’s a nice femininity to it.
Louis: I’m not totally sure about this Auto-
Tune thing in grime. It works for R&B singers 
with a bit of range but Wiley’s just rapping  
on one note – it barely does anything.
Frances: But there’s so much Auto-Tune here 
that it starts to sound like some weird 
ornamentation in itself; it reminds me of 
Indian film music or something.
Kick: What drugs are people taking in  
funky clubs? Cause if ketamine is popular  
in dubstep..? Is this…keta house? 
(determined to rename funky).
Louis: Drinks, innit? Drinks, dances, bubbles?
Frances: Yeah, it’s definitely drink, but also 
MDMA cos it makes men gentle and sleazy 
at the same time.
Kick: It sounds like swimming pools at night 
That undertow of euphoria…

Man Like Me
Single Dad (Our Time)
First person to invent a dance routine to  
this lightweight number gets...arrested.
Kick: Mockney electro-ska. Annoying.
Louis:  All I did was bang ‘er/I made a slight 
clanger!”  Mike Skinner, what have you 
wrought..?
Kick: OH GOD THE CHORUS. 
Louis: This is rotten. It’s like a comedy song. 

 
Words: Frances Morgen, 
Louis Pattison, Ringo P 
Stacey and kicking_k 
Illustration: Emily Golden 
Twomey

This month, the editorial and 
publishing team double-team up 
for their monthly meeting with 
shorter pleasures
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Frances: I’m paralysed with horror.
Kick: OH GOD (X2).
Louis: It’s sort of cod-Caribbean...21st 
Century Madness, Ringo?
Ringo: 21st century Bad Manners B-side. 
Kick: It’s weird to be listening to a pop single, 
and wincing in case the chorus returns… 
he’s OH GOD, AGAIN! IT’S LIKE SOMEONE 
DANCING ON A BUFFET.
Louis: The essence of forced jollity. 
Ringo: He’s ”quite glad he’s a single dad.” 
Dickhead. Get a job.
Louis: I will place this in my head next to The 
Metros. It’s horrid but…horribly compelling.
Frances: Oh shit! I just realised – it’s the 
Postman Pat theme tune.

School Of Seven Bells
Iamundernodisguise (Ghostly)
This band – featuring identical twin sisters 
– toured with Blonde Redhead – featuring 
twin brothers – in 2007. No supergroup? 
Frances: They’re a Secret Machines offshoot, 
which is an instant NO in my book but it’s  
on Ghostly which is a YES, so here I am, 
caught between NO and YES.
Kick: I like the chant they do on this, although 
I realise it’s very easy. Like icing from a cake.
Louis: The best thing about Secret Machines, 
by many miles, is their drummer. This dude 
was not the drummer in Secret Machines.
Frances: This has the flimsiness I associate 
with (sorry, Kick) Telepathe. Flimsiness of 
intent as much as gauziness of sound.
Ringo: Like cellophane, as it suffocates you.
Frances: It’s just lazy. Kind of…trip-hop.
Ringo: I was talking myself into being 
positive – then ya go and use those words...

Fresh Weather Bomb Attack
Yourassic Park (Osignerad)
Gain points for using the ‘saxomophone’, 
the only instrument to emerge from 
Springfield thus far. 

Frances: We’re listening to this because we 
like the titles. Message to bands: do a funny 
title, then we will review you.
Ringo: This is a hella groove. I could bang my 
head against concrete to this all night long.
Frances: Bit disappointed there’s no vocals.
It’s sort of sicky dirgy hardcorey stuff.
Louis: No discernable tune, but generally 
good attitude.
Kick: Skeleton on cover: “Yeah, I’m playing  
a trumpet. No, I don’t have any lungs.”
Louis: It reminds me of Teenage Jesus  
And The Jerks. Both dumb and mathy, like 
1+1=3.
Frances: It could be way heavier. Good 
screaming, though.
Ringo: Yeah, but finally, a real dance record. 
These guys understand ASS and that makes 
me happy. More groove, more control.
Kick: I’m not sure I understand ass.

2000F And J Kamata
You Don’t Know What Love Is 
(Hyperdub)
Silky-smooth Danish producers make their 
Hyperdub debut, with a new track from 
Bristolian wonkmeister Joker on the flip. 
Ringo: Psychedelic prog-hop intro!  
With some lovely squeegee sounds like 
you’ve just been ambushed by an army of  
car cleaners.
Louis: This reminded me a bit of Sa-Ra.
Kick: Yeah – it’s like nocturnal g-funk. 
Digitised palm trees.
Ringo: Kinky like Sa-Ra – and refreshing  
to hear more interesting vocoder/autotune. 
When do they get to the song?
Kick: YOU are the song.
Frances: I like this. It’s like a big smeary 
sunset. Or: alien sex.
Louis: One thing it’s not: dubstep
Ringo: Thank God. It’s 6am empty street 
music when you’ve just gotten up and  
you’re looking at the bleary-eyed ravers 

fucking their heads up and feeling smug cos 
the world is still sexy to you.

Kit
Dreams Are Burned (Upset The 
Rhythm)
With former Minuteman Mike Watt on 
bass, upsetting the rhythm.
Kick: ‘This year, the fuzz comes out to play.’ 
That cd be the tagline for a documentary 
about music in 2009.
Ringo: It’s that four-track mugginess. The 
vocals still sound like Frank Sidebottom.
Frances: Kit are really great live – the singer 
runs on the spot. I was expeciting this to 
sound a bit less sludgy…it’s downbeat for 
them, they’re usually quite hyper.
Louis: Upset The Rhythm page has a pic of  
a sweaty guy wearing a T-shirt that says ‘The 
hippies are back…and they’re punks!’ 
(Scene in a nut-shell?)
Ringo: Hippies were punks, punks were 
hippies, it was all a load of marketing 
bollocks to take people away from where the 
true music was being made – funk and disco.

God In Hackney
EP (Junior Asprin)
Comes on an eight-inch triangular hand-
carved polycarbonate record. Could prove 
useful in a home defence situation.
Kick: Yay! God! S/he can do no wrong! Thou 
Shalt Have A Little Dance.
Louis: Snatches of chat and discussion in the 
background. Just quiet hubbub.
Ringo: Like a church?
Louis: Would appear to two gentlemen 
talking about women’s toilet facilities... 
Frances: The main vocal sounds as if he’s 
trying to sound natural and relaxed but  
he’s got on this special ‘spoken word’  
voice, like he’s on the radio (I don’t mind 
that). It’s nice, gently surreal. That’s what 
Hackney is like.

Kick: This thing is sooooo hard to do.  
It’s very high-risk They should do it as  
a podcast. It might work that way, but this 
seems a format mismatch.
Frances: Maybe you’re right – can’t think  
of many spoken word seven-inches – 
although I did have a one of Enid Blyton 
reading ’Noddy’ when I was a kid.  
She sounded a bit like Margaret Thatcher.
Louis: Well, it’s kept our interest, at least.

Jyager
Eyes Open (YNR)
Hustling from London, South East England, 
and – yes – Babylon. Production by Cee-
Why of YNR is bringing angry back. 
Ringo: I love that relentless foghorn sound. 
And the tension between that and the 
pained screech that pops up now and then.
Kick: Like the Jaws theme, slowed down  
and plugged in.
Louis: Very heavy, nasty, simplistic production 
Strikes me Def Jux could have always done 
stuff like this but they tend to overcomplicate 
things don’t they.
Frances: From what I can hear, he’s quite 
apocalyptic. Is there a name for that 
subgenre of hip-hop? There seems a lot of  
it about…
Ringo: This is straight up UK Hip-Hop. In the 
sense that grime people would refer to ‘UK 
Hip-Hop’ as a diss.
Kick: Suppose I appreciate more of a ‘wiggle 
through my bottom end’ (have been trying to 
think how I might rephrase that…)

Let’s never print any of this

singles of the month

Frances and Kick: Eskiboy – 
She’s Glowing
Ringo: Jyager – Eyes Open
Louis: Fresh Weather Bomb Attack 
–Yourassic Park
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Extra Life
Ridoinkulous New York outfit fusing the hitherto 
distant spheres of art-metal and medieval vocal 
music, under the command of composer, Branca/
Zorn collaborator, and sometime Dirty Projector 
Charlie Looker. The result is something akin to  
Rise Above as performed by a minstrel jigging for 
the delight of a portly king consuming a plate  
of chicken drumsticks – plus added HEAVY.  
An email communiqué suggests Charlie is available  
to lecture on the following topics: “’The Composer’ 
outside the academic/concert music world; inherent 
politics; what does it mean to be a ‘band’?” 
Exceptional debut LP Secular Works out  
now, reissued on Lo Recordings to 
coincide with a UK tour in May.
www.myspace.com/extralifetheband

Fever Ray
A riddle: what is one half of The Knife? 
Those guessing Karin Dreijer Andersson 
may already have guessed this is the voice 
of Sweden’s most perfect electro-noir act 

singing solo. You can probably imagine 
what first single ‘If I Had A Heart’ sounds 
like, but why surprise when you can kill, 
softly? The video is kind of terrifying, plus 
very classy. That she cites Trailer Park Boys 
as an influence indicates a sense of 
humour is intact somewhere under  
the fogbow. www.feverray.com

Martial Canterel
In an underground cavern below New York City, 
Martial Canterel – aka club DJ and Wierd Records 
overlord Sean McBride – helms the city’s premier 
coldwave dance party, dropping chilly beats and 
clanking analogue keyboard synthesiser, 
commanding his crowd like an evil puppet-master. 
As people pretty much stopped making 
this music in about 1986, McBride does 
most of this himself: check out Refuge 
Underneath, a compilation of tapes 
stretching back to 2004 that fuse the 
mechanical futurism of OMD with the icy 

minimalism of Suicide. Like waking up 
from an accidental overdose to find 
your bathwater has frozen.
www.wierdrecords.com

My Two Toms
As recommended by 
Wave Pictures and 
Herman Düne (“it hurt 
right, you know?”), this 
is bare, spruce folk that 
measures the silence 
then polishes it. It has 
the twang of a world-

weary but benevolent 
sheriff moseying across 
the tarmac of some 
town a day’s ride from 
the frontier, anywhere 
but here. www.
myspace.com/
mytwotoms 

Two Fingers
Not dissing the digits  
in question – ie Amon 
Tobin and Doubleclick – 
but this new and 
pleasing hip-hop 
production team should 
be applauded first for 
their collaborators. 
Sway plays the single, 
Ce’Cile and Durrty 
Goodz are lined up for 
the album, which also 
sees the return of (big 
news! Serious!) 
Timbaland/Missy 

protégé Ms Jade. www.twofingersmusic.com

Sex/Vid
Defiantly un-Googleable, MySpace-free Olympia 
quintet play basement hardcore of a distinctly bad-
ass stripe. A string of early seven-inches should be 
long sold out, but their Communal Living twelve-
inch, out on experimental/industrial imprint Dom 
America, rolls with the barbed heaviness and lyrical 
enigma of early Fucked Up with added chunky, 
down-tuned doom vibes. last.fm/music/sex+vid

Soap And Skin
Straight outta Vienna like a rain front, all silver keys, 
black spaces and delicate observations which shade 
into shouts when momentum spills into emotion. 
“Please help me,” she trills on video, smoking an 
entire cigarette in one existential drag. It would be 
worth ruining yr best ballroom just to waltz around 
with a skellington to (Plan B readers with ballrooms 
should contact yr Void editor for maximum cuddles). 
www.myspace.com/soapandskin

Wounded Knee
One man and his manipulation of time. Which is to 
say this Edinburgh margin-dweller spends his days 
and/or nights spinning voice into wordless strands 
before weaving them together with harmonies 
recorded before and after. That he manages various 
tempos, forms and moods shows how glorious guts 
can be. www.myspace.com/iamwoundedknee

when we meet 
Words: Louis Pattison and kicking_k

New music now from these 
hacks then

Ice Sea Dead People
‘East-Angular Mammal Noise’ followed by a small army 
of exclamatory roundheads is their preferred self-
curated genre. We’re not much for applied geography, 
but the sawtooth plosives of guitars strung like catapults 
and screams at exactly the right frequency to be heard by 
humans suggest that, while their young may be born 
harmless, they’ll soon learn to get winningly offensive. 
www.myspace.com/iceseadeadpeople

Cold Cave
New project of Wes Eisold (formerly of screamo punks 
Some Girls) play dark, carnally-minded synth-pop that 
sees emotive keyboard swells choking through thick 
gas-clouds of distortion. The aim would appear to  
be writing music that exists both as blackened noise 
and euphoric pop simultaneously, and on ‘Sex Ads’ –  
a song about placing saucy personals and getting a 
bunch of replies from dead people – they pretty much 
pull it off (as it were). Vinyl releases out now on 
Hospital Productions, Dais and Down In The Ground.
www.myspace.com/coldcave

Blank Dogs
Until pretty recently, Blank Dogs was  
a Jandekian enigma, appearing on his record 
sleeves with face obscured by a mask, 
emitting a seemingly endless string of 
records in a Messthetics/lo-fi Joy Division 
vein that sold out like that but sat up there 
on his blog for you to download for free. 
Now he – a guy called Mike – has played live 
and killed off the blog but the records keep 
coming: murky, reverb-soaked post-punk 
with a real bedsit-recording feel, vintage 
keyboards and junk-shop guitars wrapped 
together with cobwebs and gaffa tape.  
New record forthcoming on In The Red.
www.myspace.com/blankdogtime

How glorious 
guts can be

22 | plan b

the void

22-23 VOID WWM LPfmm.indd   22 19/01/2009   13:27:38



Grand Duchy is Violet Clarke and Black Francis

grandduchymusic.com                cookingvinyl.com

CD & DL

out Feb 16th

22-23 VOID WWM LPfmm.indd   23 19/01/2009   13:27:49



The imagery is more than familiar to anybody who 
has supped from the font of American post-metal 
irrigated by Isis, Pelican, Neurosis, 5ive, et al: the 
heaving oceans, the nautical power, the silt grave 
that awaits non-believers. Yet this time around there 
is something quite different in the water. A different 
rawness, a different fury, a different attack, crushing 
riffs and tidal surges of momentum that drown you 
in depths of beautiful brutality. And in the pantheon 
of heavy guitar music, Oceans Of Delicate Rain,  
the debut album by Oregon threesome Rye Wolves, 
was arguably the most accomplished and arresting 
record of last year, emerging on the ever-intriguing 
Aurora Borealis label.

“I’ve always lived near the ocean,” begins  
Rye Wolves bassist Abe Nobody Hurd. We’d pause 
to enquire if that middle name represents some 
vaguely elaborate gag if we didn’t fear the response 
would arrive as unforgiving and fierce as Rye Wolves 
themselves. The ocean, thankfully, calls once again. 
“It’s a sacred beast of unknowable force and power 
that rises and falls with deceiving beauty filled with 
unfathomable undulations within.”

The Wolves – completed by Robin McDougall  
on down-tuned guitar and drummer Randy Mike 
Aliotti (who replaced Gabe Morley since the album 
was recorded) – hail from Oregon’s second city, 
Eugene. It’s pegged by Hurd as “a sleepy train town 
bordering the Cascadian Mountains, not well-
known for much other than world-class marijuana. 
A lot of American hippies come to die here.”

It is, he assures us, less than influential to their 
monolithic sound. Not responsible, then, for riffs 
that cling to your ears, punctuated by sporadic  
and sparingly applied black metal-informed releases 
of throaty gurgles. Instead, their number one listed 
inspiration is cult horror fiction author HP Lovecraft.

“We love science fiction and dark horrific 
fantasy,” Hurd expands. “Lovecraft is becoming 
more and more a source of inspiration. We’re 
currently working on a 22-minute epic that is  
a trilogy inspired by his work.”

The crossover into artistic territories continues 
for Hurd as a tattooist, taking heavy nods from 
Japanese ukiyo-e woodblock prints. It’s an art form 
he also claims inspired Oceans Of Delicate Rain‘s 
striking artwork, a vivid boiling seascape painted  
by Hurd himself. “Japanese ukiyo-e woodblock 
prints are one of the reasons I tattoo,” he says. 
“They drive me in a direction that focuses on a 
collaboration of dysfunctional western art mixed 
with a true love of Japanese art. So, the cover  
is a homage to Masami Teraoka, Hokusai, Hiroshige, 
Yoshitoshi, and Horiyoshi – a few of the true masters 
– mixed with a torrential and churning ocean that 
draws from Lovecraft as well. We did the cover  
with this in mind – an unseen force driving the 
ocean, the way our music is an unseen force that 
climbs and falls as needed for the landscapes we 
hope to create.”

It certainly figures that there should be so much 
running beneath the waters as you’re dragged ever 
deeper under. As for the inevitable comparisons 
with bands of similar sonic ilk, Hurd swiftly offers 
more imaginative parallels with a turn of phrase 
that, if we didn’t know better, could recall tales from 
the lips of a salty old sea dog: “Some people say we 
remind them of an angry Pink Floyd; others old 
AmRep bands of the early Nineties.”

Rye Wolves plan to complete a maiden voyage 
across the Atlantic’s expanses by the end of 2009  
to hit the UK and Europe for the first time. 
Somebody better start shoring up the sea defences 
round about now.

www.myspace.com/theryewolves

chops 
Words: Hannah Gregory

“Ah, you sweet little rogue, you! alas, poor ape, how 
thou sweatest! Come, let me wipe thy face; come on, 
you whoreson chops: ah, rogue! i’faith, I love thee…” 
– William Shakespeare, Henry VIII

Paradoxical to their name, Chops have little or no taste. 
Aside from the literary bent of this initial citation, 

employed as manifesto, and testimony to the art of  
the pun, they bring together what ought to clash, and 
clash what ought to fall in tune. They clearly appreciate 
the great bard’s radical syntax, administering their 
own expectant bars with free beats and flying saucer 
notes, flung between their triangle of members:  
Moz (‘conspiracist’), Leon (‘voice of reason’), and  
Dom (‘actuality facilitator’). 

They assign no strict roles, each preferring to make 
unprecedented, unprejudiced jumps between Yamaha 
keys, occasional guitar, occupational bass and baritone 
euphonium. There’s Seventies synth, alto sax, sci-fi 
vocals, and doom megaphone; dead roses, asteroid 
poses, northern wit and three hedonists’ souls. Neither 
do they admit to particular influences, beyond what 
you yourself hear – though a nod to James Chance’s 
brass and Damo Suzuki’s cosmology can safely be held 
as part of their inaugural equation. The band emerged 
from the friendly environs of Leeds DIY label/arts 
collective Chinchilla, and now resides with London’s 
Upset The Rhythm clan. “When we realised we could 
recreate an improvisation for the record, we gradually 
introduced structure and have begun to employ other 
songwriting techniques. It feels like our enthusiasm for 
achieving something more consistent and concise has 
replaced the nervous thrill of recklessness with a 
slightly more dignified euphoria.”

The tracks from said record (a 12-inch split with 
Helhesten, on transparent raspberry/thick cream vinyl), 
sound something between the breakfast fry-up of  
a mundane weekend, and the off-the-map radars  
of an X-Files theme; that is – a noise to quake overcast 
mornings and provoke irreconcilable dreams.  
Like, what was that I just dreamt/heard?

In their live performances, they are “riding  
a learning curve, playing on the possibility of the 
unexpected, to encourage a welcoming, baggage-free, 
and convivial situation”. If that sounds like advice from 
a feel-good manual, it may not be far from the idea.  
As guide to the Chops experience, the band direct  
you to this essential notation from Anthony Phillips’ 
rarely available self-help cassette, released several 
years after his recovery from leaving Genesis in 1970: 
“And relax…let your haircut down…brush aside the 
stranglehold of faux-intellectualism and the machinery 
of your entertainment…” 

Entertainment which, as it splices volumes on your 
vacuous dance-floors, “more propulsive” than ever 
before, will leave you shocked, rattled, laughing –  
or any combination of the three. 

www.myspace.com/mightychops

‘An unseen force 
driving the ocean’

rye wolves 
Words: Adam Anonymous 
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shrag 
Words: Hayley Avron

Scuttering recklessly between the barriers of Nineties 
indie pop, lo-fi barbarism and riot grrrl snarling, Shrag 
are cocksure – the embodiment of 10am, after a 6am 
collapse; a fuck-you to the sobriety society. Mascara 
down the cheeks, hair stood on end, waiting for the 
pub to open – perfect for a band “defined as much for 
the things that we can’t do as the things we can.”

A hurried spattering of email responses come my 
way, revealing a self-deprecation that thinly veils the 
confidence they exude onstage (presented here in 
between snatches of their self-aware lyrics).

So, who comes to a Shrag gig?
Helen (vocals): “Tolerant, patient, forgiving souls.”
Leigh-Anne (drums/vocals): “I have no idea, I’m 

just glad they do.”
”I fear that the time you’ve got is all hopelessly 

wasted on me.”
What first attracted you all to each other?
Helen: “Probably our various banal forms of OCD.”
Bob (guitar/vocals): “We all have giant heads.”
Leigh-Anne: “Hmm…Bob’s flat?”
”And really! I don’t know much about you! It’s like 

a different glue.”
Did Shrag evolve from a scene in Brighton, 

or are you lone sailors…?
Helen: “Shrag unanimously regard scenes with a 

good deal of suspicion…”
Leigh-Anne: “…but at the same time, we are lucky 

to have friends that are doing great stuff musically  
and otherwise.”

”Songs I’ve had for ages are making me feel 
dangerous,’ cos I know you own them too.”

Is it important to the band to play gigs like 
Ladyfest? Does the band as a whole have  
any specific politics – are there any gigs you 
won’t play?

Helen: “There are some really motivated people 
involved in Ladyfest, all across the country. So far, we 
haven’t been asked to do anything that compromises 
our collective conscience.”

Bob: “BNP rallies are definitely out.”
”Talk to the left ‘cos the right hand’s busy.”
What scares you?
Bob: “I used to be scared of mayflies, but I’ve 

outlived every one I’ve encountered.”
Helen: “Things that are bigger than they should be. 

The HOLLYWOOD letters, for instance.”
Leigh-Anne: “Beans. Needles. Spiders. Even 

numbers. Filling out forms. Death. Planes. Airports.  
The dark. Unfamiliar public transit systems. Dentists.  
A forced, sudden change of routine.”

”I don’t wanna see, I don’t wanna see, I don’t 
wanna see ghosts before breakfast!”

Memories of Shrag circa 2007 begin to filter back. 
Biting songs about teenage pregnancy, cute girls and 
bouncing boys. Vintage summer dresses and shredded 
pop music. I’m still a little bit in love.

www.myspace.com/shrag

Parisian remixer, DJ, musician and Tigersushi label 
chief Joakim is currently marooned on a 300 metre-
wide coconut island, thinking about getting to  
work on his artist-album number three (he says).  
To keep the remix requests at bay, he’s just issued  
My Favourite Remixes, a distracting collection of his 
Top 12 much-mixed, oft-played-out edits that tell 
just one of his career stories so far.

Such an anthology might sound like a stop-gap, 
but Joakim is loved by so many DJs (who spin the 
remixes), artists (who let him Joakiminize their 
tracks) and dancers (anywhere, anytime) that it can 
only be a good thing to have all the best together 
for a readymade indie-electro-techno-jazz J-disco.

Commencing with the pristine pop promise of 
Annie’s ‘Always Too Late’, there’s a slot for some 
bassy havoc with Late Of The Pier’s ‘The Bears Are 
Coming’, a wander on through the triumphant 
Balearic tremor of ‘Camino del Sol’, and some sleazy 
French fun on ‘Elle et Moi’ by Max Berlin to draw it 
to a close. Of course, he couldn’t leave out last year’s 
floor-fillers either, and so enters: the falling-down-
the-stairs-techno hiccups of Alter Ego’s ‘Why Not?’ 
and Cut Copy’s ‘Hearts on Fire’, dunking the 
original’s synth-melody under a beat that builds for 
four minutes before popping up for air in a once-in-
a-night moment of catharsis.

Direct from the beach on Paradise Island, Joakim 
gave me four his four steps to mastering the art of 
DJ-remixing.

1) How to make a compilation
“For My Favourite Remixes I tried to make a 
selection that would sound like an album, or could 
be listened to at home – even though remixes are 
primarily made for dancers. Some that were more 
club-specific – or too long – were left out. And some 
are there more because they were important in my 
remixing ‘career’.” See: His key track, a remix of 
vibraphone legend Lionel Hampton’s classic  
1984 work ‘Vibramatic’.

2) Reference the classics (in your remixes)
”I like bringing weird elements into my music – 
sometimes as a cohesive element, sometimes  
as a contrasting element. But these sounds are also  
a kind of tribute to the early house pioneers in 
Chicago – the classic 1988 track ‘Acid Thunder’  
by Fast Eddie, and also the DJ Ron Hardy who used 
to bring all sorts of noise effects in his sets, like  
big trains.”

See: Incongruous bird sounds at the beginning 
of ‘Camino Del Sol’ and rumbles of thunder over 
‘Why Not?’.

3) The job of the remixer
”Sometimes I think that a song could be much 
better and I try to see how I can improve it, 
sometimes it’s already so good, all I can do is bring  

it into a very different territory, but it’s always a 
matter of twisting a song, transforming its  
elements – this is what I like to do in remixes.”

4) Go to DJ school (get on the dancefloor)
”When I started making electronic music, how  
to create a dance track was a mystery to me. I liked  
a lot, but couldn’t really make a proper club track. 
The same with DJing – I was a bad DJ who only 
played obscure music, not really understanding 
what was going on on the dancefloor. After a few  
years of playing a lot, I think I became better –  
and that’s when I started to make tracks that would 
make people dance, because I understood the 
interaction of music and clubbers better.”

www.myspace.com/jimibazzouka

A readymade indie-
electro-techno-jazz  
J-disco 

joakim 
Words: Anna-Marie Fitzgerald
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So – usually a musician starts with the music, 
which suggests a melody that the songwriter 
then colours in with words, but your songs 
sound almost as if the way they’re sung from 
line to line is determined by the shape and 
content of the words. Do you write songs as 
poetry and sing or recite them back to yourself 
to get a feel for how they want to arrange 
themselves musically?

“I’m not sure if you could say it was poetry,  
but certainly that’s almost exactly what I do.  
As ideas come to me, I write them in my notebook.  
And then that notebook fills up and fills up and  
fills up. I find the lyric writing a lot harder than the 
music. But I also find it a lot more satisfying. And 
then, of course, you have to say something with  
an element of truth in it. I can’t go onstage and  
be lying to folk.”

When The Haar Rolls In flows really well 
lyrically as one piece. You could take the words 
and, excusing the necessary repetition of 
choruses and things, read it as one long, epic 
poem. Are those album-length narratives and 
structures ever planned or is just coincidence?

“I’ve never looked at it like that. Either it’s 
subliminal or it’s a coincidence. There’s a track on 

The Year Of The Leopard called ‘Woozy With Cider’ 
and that was just two diary entries cobbled 
together. Because I like lyrics and rhymes which are 
quite askew sometimes, the melodic pattern –  
and I like them to skip along quite a lot, because  
I like all that. Sometimes it works when there’s a  
bit too much lyric than there should be.”

Last year I started messing around with 
some spoken word, and it made me appreciate 
how hard it is to pull off, because it’s very  
easy to just sound embarrassing or 
pretentious. ‘Woozy With Cider’ sounds  
really natural though.

“Oh, thanks very much. The secret – well, it’s  
not a secret – but what I try and do is to write it 
thinking this is never going to get heard, you can 
write as freely as you want. You just have to think, 
the person who this is about is never going to hear 
it. Say you had to go – and I mean you, not one –  
say you had to go to a poetry thing, the best  
poetry you’d write I think – I don’t know you, so  
this is ridiculous – the best poetry one could write, 
would be the one that you wrote thinking well,  
I’m definitely not going to read this one at the 
poetry meeting, I’m definitely not gonna do 
anything with this other than keep it for myself.”

I’m unlucky enough to be friends with  
a few songwriters, so I’m always paranoid  
that people are writing songs about me.  
Has anyone ever heard a song of yours and 
incorrectly become convinced it’s about them?

“Yeah, plenty of times. I don’t know if I can talk 
about it, but…‘Temptation’, has got some quite 
hard-hitting lines in it. And I had a nasty meeting  
in the pub with an old friend. And I had to say to  
her, look, it’s not about you. But…if the cap fits. 
Most of the people I write about I tend to meet on 
the road, you know.”

And have people ever correctly assumed  
a song is about them?

“Erm…they probably have, but they’ve never 
actually said anything. Say one of your pals was  
to write a song and you knew it was about you,  
but then it wasn’t that flattering, but there was  
an element of truth in it, and you liked your pal, 
you’d probably think, well I’m not going to bring  
it up. Because I really enjoy his company or her 
company, and there’s an element of truth there,  
and I think I’ll maybe just get on with things,  
you know.”

One thing I think is always a problem  
in all kinds of writing is overuse or really  
bad use of metaphors. But you do it very  
well, particularly with a lot of the nature-
themed metaphors.

“I just think if there’s something really cheesy 
then you just don’t put it in the lyric! On this  
most recent one, there was a reference to falling 
sycamore wings…that for me is approaching  
the cheese barrier, you know? So I changed it to 
chestnut wings, which is unfathomable – they don’t 
actually exist! 

I’m aware of the nature thing coming into the 
lyrics quite a lot. But that’s what I love. That’s where  
I find peace. So I’m aware of those metaphors 
creeping in but all I do is try and not make them 
sound too heinous, you know? I mean,  
I only release an album once every two years, so if  
I can’t write 10 songs in two years that don’t have 
really crap lyrics…”

www.jamesyorkston.co.uk

what i meant to say: james yorkston 
Words: David McNamee

Presenting the latest conversation in Plan B’s series of lyrical explorations

‘Can’t go onstage and 
be lying to folk’
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What’s your favourite record…

…that makes you angry?
“I really like to listen to the Throwing Muses  
when I’m angry – In The Doghouse. The first 
 five songs I’ll put on repeat, and that bit in  
‘Vicky’s Box’ where she just screams. I used  
to listen to a ton of angsty, angsty grunge  
music when I was a teen. My mother bought 
me Joni Mitchell’s Blue and Carol King’s Tapestry  
on cassette tape because she could not stand  
me listening to Courtney Love. Then some  
boyfriend gave me Mazzy Star and I passed  
the grunge phase then and there.”

…to listen to before a show?
“I usually don’t listen to songs before shows, 
because I get such stage fright I’m a nervous  
wreck, but the song I’m going to listen to before  
my next show is Joy Division’s ‘Love Will Tear  
Us Apart’. I think it would put me in the mood  
I need to be in to deliver the heart-wrenching  
songs I’m so fond of singing.”

…that freaks you out?
“The Kate Bush album The Dreaming – but 
in a good way. It’s very frenetic, I feel I’m  
going to have a seizure when I listen to it – but  
I love it.”

…to listen to while travelling? 
“I’ll say Neil Young’s Harvest, because it’s a great 
record to drive to – so many good songs on it.  
Once I did a 17-hour drive from Texas to Iowa City 
and I remember that that was definitely in the tape 
player at the time. I just saw Neil Young live a couple 
of weeks ago and he’s still got it – he encored with 
‘A Day In The Life’ and it had almost this droney 
Earth, Sunn O))) thing going on.” 

…that makes you cry?
“A lot of stuff. Maybe the song ‘Seems So Long 
Ago, Nancy’ from Songs From A Room by Leonard 
Cohen; it seems so sad, the lyric ”Nancy wore  
green stockings and she slept with everyone”.  
All his records really make me cry. You know,  
I discovered Leonard Cohen through the Nirvana 
song ‘Pennyroyal Tea’…I was obsessed with  
Nirvana and read the lyrics in the cassette sleeve 
[”give me a Leonard Cohen afterworld”.]  
I thought: who is Leonard Cohen? So Nirvana  
made me fall in love with Leonard Cohen –  
and Courtney Love made me fall in love with  
Joni Mitchell.”

…to play last thing at night?
“I’ve been listening to Kate Bush’s Hounds Of Love 
last thing at night for the last three months. I’ve 
occasionally been compared to her, slightly, just 
because of the eccentricities and darkness, so  
I borrowed this from a friend and put it on and  
never gave it back, I immediately loved it. I love  
even more how it’s split up, the first half is hits  
and the second half all about drowning.” 

…that you’d never cover?
“I would never try and cover any Joni Mitchell songs 
ever. I mean, I don’t like everything she’s done.  
I really, really hate the stuff she did in the Eighties. 
And the Nineties. And the Noughties…to be  

honest with you her last listenable record is Hejira, 
but I think her early body of work is very strong  
and I don’t think I could bring anything new to  
the table. I also try to never cover anything by  
Mazzy Star – people love to say my voice sounds  
like Hope Sandoval’s, so I would never want to 
perpetuate that comparison. Maybe I will, just  
for kicks, do a metal version.” 

…to have sex to?
“Unfortunately I’m not having much sex right now, 
so it’s impossible to answer that question. I bet  
you didn’t think I had a sense of humour, right?  
No really, it’s true, but if I were having sex it would 
probably be something very aggressive, something 
metal, like…Boris? I have no idea, it’s been such  
a long time since I’ve had a boyfriend because  

I travel so much. Awww, I know. It’s good inspiration 
for my music, that way I keep myself miserable.” 

…to get the blues to (or from)?
“What gives Marissa Nadler the blues? Ha ha.  
Oh dear. Best skip that one. And now I’m speaking 
in the third person.”

…of all time?
“I would say Joni Mitchell’s Blue…I’m a pretty  
big fan of hers – I’m a pretty big fan of a lot of 
people, but she was the first that came to mind. 
Blue is incredible – I tend to gravitate towards the 
more melancholy songs, my favourite on the record 
is ‘The Last Time I Saw Richard’ because there’s  
this really slaying lyric on it: ”All good dreamers  
pass this way, hiding behind bottles in dark cafes.”

www.marissanadler.com

personal geography: 
marissa nadler 
Words: Andrzej Lukowski

If you’re wondering what the Boston-
based dream folk artiste is bangin’  
in her earbuds, read on…

‘It’s good inspiration 
for my music, that way 
I keep myself 
miserable’
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Do we have forward motion? Hasn’t anyone been 
watching this dial, checking the rear view? Ain’t 
anyone concerned to see the future came and  
went a while back, and all we’re doing is revving 
pop down a circular grave, misdirected by a media 
convinced it’s on the right road just because 
everyone who counts agrees so? Even 2009’s most 
resolute poptimists have to be brutally honest about 
the carrion and cobblers strewn across the charts  
in these weird days. Butchered remains, forgotten 
leftovers, all in the name of ‘another great year  
for music’. For ‘great’, read busy. Read lucrative.  
Read the reassurance only a shareholder could 
desire. A hint: it’s that which we’ll have to go back 
on that really counts, those sounds you know you’re 
going to have to reinvestigate immediately. Those 
sounds that stall your consumer agility in an hour  
of reverie and old-skool ravishment. 

That was my first reaction on hearing Telepathe’s 
Dance Mother. Knowing that encompassing this 
disc within brain and booty would take time – might 
even be impossible. Not a record that gives you 
what you want, but that gives you a challenge you 
thought you’d been deadened to. Dance Mother, 
the album Brooklynites Busy Gangnes and Melissa 
Livaudais have spent the last two years creating, 
needles its way into your body, into your walk and 
talk and the tangent at which you move through  
the universe, whilst at the same time knowing  
when to leave you rapt, bereft of co-ordinates, 
unsure of anything but the new horizon you’re 
hurtling towards. Yes, Dance Mother offers forward 
motion, but it’s got viscosity, dazzle, derailment and 
distraction enough to swallow 2009 whole. 

“All through our lives, we’ve listened to a lot  
of different music,” admits Busy. “The key with 
everything we’ve loved is that in its time it was 
totally unlike everything else. There was only ever 
one goal with Telepathe and that is to be unique.”

“When a track has that extra feel to it – that feel 
that it’s no longer this or that type of music, and can 
only be Telepathe music, we know it’s something  
we can put our name to,” adds Melissa. “We’re not 
into this for any other reason than surpassing what 
we know and what the audience expects. 
Otherwise, why bother making music at all?”

True indeed. The shock for me hearing Dance 
Mother is that I don’t look for that motivation in 
bands anymore. Only in some hip-hop, some chart 
pop, some club music do I find any kind of break 
from the revolting vibe of mutual mediocrity, 
asphyxiating rock with its own shitty Pampers.  
I read that hip-hop was an ‘influence’ on you but  
it seems way more than a cosmetic infatuation. On 
tracks like ‘Chrome’s On It’ and ‘I Can’t Stand It’, it 
seems more like a metabolic, cell-deep upbringing. 

“Well, it’s a music we can’t avoid,” admits Busy. 
“Living where we do, hip-hop is in the air, coming 
out of passing cars, radios, shops – it’s everywhere. 
You’d have to be pretty close-minded in our bit of 
Brooklyn to not have hip-hop kind of running 
through your veins.”

“Added to which it’s something we’ve always 
listened to obsessively,” says Melissa. “Purely from  
a production perspective. If you’re making beats 
and not listening to hip-hop, what the hell are  
you doing?!”

Sure, seems obvious – but the key thing always 
missed about hip-hop, especially when processed/
partied-with by, ahem, auslanders, is that in hip-hop 
beats are hooks and hooks are beats and these are 
things you have to FEEL under your skin, tugging 
your flesh. You can’t just affect the revolutionary 
nature of hip-hop with a few choice techniques  
or samples worked into already-formulated 
orthodoxies. It has to fuck with your sense of  
sonic propriety to be understood.

“Right,” nods Busy. “Because if you listen to  
hip-hop it changes the way you hear everything,  
not just music.”

There’s that promise it still has – say ANYTHING, 
sound like ANYTHING…

Melissa: “Yeah, that’s what appeals if you’re 
making beats or writing words. I should just say  
that from the beginning of working with Busy, it 
was clear that doing anything that a traditional 
band would do was gonna be total anathema to  
us. At every point in Telepathe we’ve taken what 
traditional ‘bands’ have done as a direct lesson  
in what we MUST not do.”|

i’ll leave everything behind
On much of Dance Mother, it’s impossible to 
disentangle your individual roles within Telepathe’s 
sound, let alone even ascribe the sounds to a 
discernible human touch. Siamese twin voices. 
Treble and delay and echo. Killer beats, unafraid  

to slip repetition’s leash and pile up. Always unified, 
whole. What’s clear is that not only do you make 
music together, you hear it together too. 

Busy: “Yeah. Me and Melissa are in each other’s 
pockets. We hear the same sounds, we spend all  
our time together, so when one of us has an idea  
it doesn’t require much explanation to the other. 
Others might not understand us but we at least  
can speak the same musical language. So me and 
Melissa create beats, Melissa’s great at creating 
melodies, I’m good at layering those things up with 
proper notation to make all the harmonies work. 
We always aim to give people too much to listen to 
in one go. What you say about obscuring how the 
sound was made – that comes naturally cos we use 
what technology we have without prejudice and 
without too much technique.”

Melissa: “We hear something, somewhere, and 
we’ll love it and want to pay homage by ‘stealing’  
it, making it our own. We work on ideas together  
in the studio or at home, and things just grow. 
There’s a lot of different influences going on in  
our sound…” [I’d guess: Kate Bush, Insides, Roxy, 
Fleetwood Mac, The RZA, Hood, Greg Calbi and a 
cast of thousands, if you’re fussed] “…but hip-hop 
is like the building block, the method through which 
we work with what we have. We really see ourselves 
as a production team rather than a band and we’d 
seek to mould ourselves musically along the same 
lines as Timbaland, or Justin Timberlake, or the 
Neptunes. Trying to make the best pop we can.” 

How did the creation of Dance Mother bring 
that production sense on?

“It really comes down to the environment  
Dave Sitek set up for us in the studio” insists 
Melissa. “We have never had enough money  
to bring what we hear in our heads to fruition.”

Busy: “We were kids in a candy store. So much 
amazing equipment we’d always wanted to play 
with but never been allowed to before. We’d just 
clamber around this gear, figuring it out, trying 
everything, seeing how far we could take it. After 
that initial period of pure freedom with all of this,  
it then became a process of seeing what worked, 
what was unnecessary, what we wanted to use.”

Dance Mother sounds painstaking but not 
numbly so – impossibly intricate but still with  
a raw vibe that allows mistake, human error  
and imperfections.

“Oh yeah, but it’s a balance,” agrees Busy.  
“We know how we want things to sound and we 
will persist until we get it right – but when you feel 
in danger of getting bored with an idea it’s time  
to end it and move on. We could quite easily lose 
ourselves in music and never get things done, but 
the decision to be honest to what we love and make 
out-and-out pop music has made the purpose much 
clearer. We want to move the feet. And we want to 
make pop with massive hooks in it. And that forces 
you to be inventive in ways that more conventional 
‘weird’ music doesn’t encourage.”

The sucker-punch that truly lays you out from 
Dance Mother is the lyrics, the words that slip into 
your memory and rotate themselves a home. Words 
that slip from cosmic mystery to future-magick  
to a lover’s most intimately-charged threats within  
a couplet – very hip-hop in that untrammeled ability, 
and in their disconnected, random feel, they sound 
more like lines from the pages of an MC’s notebook 
than a band’s concentrated effort. 

Busy: “The words can be just another 
instrument, another way of shaping the sound.  
The images in our lyrics are there to seal the feel of  
a track. But we’re still learning. And we’re making 
new music now. Dance Mother, in a way, although 
we’re both massively proud of it, sounds like last 
year’s music to us. We’ve already moved on.”

They have, you can’t yet. It’s beautiful up in here. 
In ’09, Telepathe should bully your time into theirs, 
clear your schedule, cancel your day, captivate you 
until Stockholm syndrome sets in. 

Melissa: “What you said about records you have 
to go back on – I think on Dance Mother we wanted 
to be reminded of records we’ve loved that haven’t 
let go like that. Records that won’t quit on you.”

A rare groove indeed. Listen brother. Listen sister. 
Dance mother. Dance. 

’If you’re making beats and not 
listening to hip-hop what the hell 
are you doing?’

psionic boom  

Pop lost its shine? Jaded by the hollow promises 
of the avant-garde? Future R&B sorceresses 
Telepathe just read your mind

 
Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Photography: Heather Culp 
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Operational since 2005, Oslo’s Smalltown Superjazzz imprint 
has blazed a path through jazz orthodoxy, zigzagging between 
the fiery eruptions of free improv and the raw power of punk 

rock with exhilarating energy and weightless dexterity.  
Plan B visits Oslo to meet Mats Gustafsson, Ingebrigt Håker-

Flaten, and Paal Nilssen-Love of Superjazzz shock troops  
The Thing, and gets a lesson in harnessing energy, aesthetic  

and improvisation as a means to crack the mould

 
Words: Frances Morgan 

Photography: Johannes Worsøe Berg

L-R: Ingebrigt Håker-Flaten, Mats Gustafsson, Paal Nilssen-Love 
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SUSTAIN. Sustained. Sustaining. Not the sustained 
tones of drone or feedback, none of that ease or 
drift. This is a sustained emotional pitch, a sustained 
state of action. Muscles flex and recoil and forms are 
set then morphed or moved. Sound like connective 
tissue, mic-ed up blood and cartilage, still stretches 
of arco bass and delayed guitar, bells and thunder, 
harsh birds fight city hubbub, no centre is fixed, 
ever. Chasing the centre of the sound: is it in the 
drum clatter or the sax or the ricochet twang of bass 
string, or is it somewhere away from all three, where 
the particles meet, somewhere you can’t name. 
Music that flies far apart and springs tight back 
together; the motion and impact of sound on sound 
on sound – and on the air and on space and onto us 
and back onto them – 

After that, a word you can’t decipher, on a page  
of scribbles that try, vainly, to capture some of  
the thoughts that shoot through the mind when 
witnessing the live energy exchange of extreme jazz 
trio, The Thing. Notebook writing in the cold clear 
dark of an Oslo winter, buzzing on conversations, 
music and an impromptu lock-in downstairs in the 
bar with friends, and just being here again. It can 
seem quiet and plain, but the sound of this city  
is complex and multilayered. Sometimes it is 
impenetrable and harsh, other times delicate, 
intricate and crystalline. Tonight Oslo’s sound is 
fierce and limber, full of the joyous present time that 
free jazz articulates better than any other genre.

Except that it’s not free jazz. Except that it is. 

trans-love airways
At Mono, the indie-rock club in the middle  
of town, The Thing are passing through too,  
a Scandinavian stop-off between dates in  
the US (Chicago, Houston, Austin) and Ireland. 
They’ve come straight from the airport to their 
soundcheck, and in a few hours will play an  
hour-long, electrifying set with Japanese guitarist 
Otomo Yoshihide, yet the trio of saxophonist  
Mats Gustafsson, bassist Ingebrigt Håker-Flaten  
and drummer Paal Nilssen-Love seem remarkably  
on the case. 

Maybe not so remarkable. The last time I saw 
them was the previous summer, at Kongsberg  
Jazz Festival in central Norway. As Smalltown 
Superjazzz, with whom much of their material  
is released, was one of the festival’s featured  
labels, all three musicians were busy, appearing  
in a number of lineups as the days progressed.  
On the Friday, Gustafsson and Nilssen-Love seemed 
rarely to leave the stage of the appropriately named 
Energimølla. The saxophonist started the day with  
a bracing noise set, then both performed with The 
Thing and Joe McPhee, and wound up with free-
rock group Original Silence, with Terrie Ex and Zu’s 
Massimo Pupillo. As with the Thing gigs I saw in a 
London noise basement back in 2005, and at Oslo’s 
Blå the year before, we were left scraping our brains 
off the floor; but the musicians looked as if they 
would, given the chance, carry on into a sweat-
soaked always. If I understood anything by the 
“instant art” Ornette Coleman speaks of in  
Valerie Wilmer’s As Serious As Your Life, it was  
this uniquely physical immediacy, a sense that 
something was being burnt onto skin or siphoned 
into understanding both suddenly and wholly.

Despite the group’s trademark fire and fury,  
not to mention their myriad other projects, The 
Thing represents a certain continuity for Gustafsson, 
Nilssen-Love and Håker-flaten, which can be seen  
in Now And Forever, the recent Smalltown box  
set that includes the band’s first releases, almost  
10 years ago, on Swedish Universal offshoot Crazy 
Wisdom. The Thing was in fact the title of their 
debut outing, a collection of Don Cherry pieces 
recorded as a one-off project – “it wasn’t our 
intention to be a group,” Gustafsson explains.  

Yet the chemistry worked, and a year later  
The Thing recorded She Knows with free jazz  
legend Joe McPhee, on which a sinister, desert-hued 
interpretation of PJ Harvey’s ‘To Bring You My Love’ 
points to the unlikely choices of source material  
The Thing would later make. 

“That was a time when there were quite a  
few other collaborations between Swedish or 
Norwegian musicians,” recalls Nilssen-Love. 
“Ingebrigt and I had been working together  
in other groups, like Element, Schooldays with  
Ken Vandermark and Scorch Trio with Raoul 
Björkenheim. Ingebrigt and I knew of Mats,  
he knew of us…”

“In Norway , before 2000, there was not  
much going on,” says Gustafsson, who hails  
from Umeå, in northern Sweden. “I didn’t find  
so much really creative music here. But it felt like  
a fucking explosion because there were so many 
new names for us.”

Why do you think that happened when it did?
“It’s interesting to see a scene when it comes  

up – same thing in Chicago in the mid-Nineties –  
but my theory is that you have to have a 
combination of one or two really strong record 
labels, one or two really good clubs and promoters, 
and then if you also have a younger generation 
having access to that, you have a scene. And that’s 
what happened here, with Smalltown Supersound 
and Rune Grammofon, with these guys and lots  
of others coming at the same time, as well as the 
club Blå. So if you have that combination, you  
have a scene.”

That scene was to be my first introduction to 
Norwegian underground music around six years 

ago, primarily via Rune Grammofon’s experimental 
improvisers Supersilent, and the Smalltown 
Supersound label (which was to launch its 
Superjazzz imprint in 2005), with its chaotic  
jazz/electronica big band Jaga Jazzist. While both 
those wildly contrasting bands had roots in or 
connections to jazz, it was clear that what was being 
formulated here was a new approach and a new 
music, one that marshalled disparate sounds and 
genres without sounding vogueishly eclectic, and 
was held together by a strong sense of community – 
literally, with musicians, studios, producers and  
art directors working closely across a number of 
projects – and a visual identity that was both inviting 
and challenging (in many cases the work of artist 
and musician Kim Hiorthøy). These new Norwegian 
sounds recalled an ethos whereby record labels 
worked within a consistent aesthetic, with a sense 
of continuity and purpose. From the ambient work 
of Alog to Sir Dupermann’s mentalist electronica, 
everything I heard seemed to pulse with well-
directed energy, ears and eyes to the future.

Within this context, a free jazz three-piece 
playing acoustic instruments could only work by 
redrawing the boundaries of the form, not only  
with unorthodox material and extended playing, 
but with an attitudinal shift away from refinement 
and into fearlessness. Norway’s prolific and well-
established jazz scene, its experimental wing 
defined by ECM-signed artists such as Terje Rypdal, 
had its own identity – a gracefully contemplative  
one that, despite its links to, say, world music, 
tapped into many listeners’ preconceptions of  
the wide-open spaces and majestic landscape  

of Scandinavia (“…the glory of the mountains,” 
Nilssen-Love says, drily. “I hate that shit!” mutters 
Gustafsson.) It was time to, as Nilssen-Love puts  
it, to “move it to another level”, although his 
approach is less ground zero and more pluralist: 
“The different styles are stronger in relation to  
each other,” he says, of the opening up of the  
Scandinavian jazz scene. 

“Our generation and the younger generation  
are much more free to move from one tradition to 
another,” Gustafsson states. “It’s not necessary in  
a band that everyone comes from jazz, and they’ve 
been to special jazz schools and conservatories.  
I started out playing punk rock and garage, and  
I never learned to play jazz really – I just happened  
to play the saxophone.”

If an example is needed of this new attitude, 
Smalltown’s Joakim Haugland provides a perfect 
one, when I ask him about his own relationship to 
free jazz. “Coming from the noise scene in Norway,  
I had close contact with [New Zealand noise artist] 
Bruce Russell from the Dead C in the Nineties.  
I sent him music from my catalogue so he could  
sell it through his mail order in New Zealand,  
and in return I got all these wild and wonderful 
records, mostly noise and avant-garde stuff.  
Then Bruce recommended Arthur Doyle’s  
Alabama Feeling from 1978 – from then on  
I was hooked on free jazz. Later I discovered the  
free jazz scene in Oslo. I met The Thing at Blå  
and I fell totally in love with them: they have  
since been the core of the label. I had also worked 
with Thurston Moore and Jim O’Rourke and so  
had Mats Gutsfasson in Sweden, so it all fell  
into place.”

“Is this superjazz?
Does The Thing want to rock the fuck out?
Is Paal Nilssen a love machine?
Do Cato and Bård rip the shit outta guitar?
When McPhee and Gustafsson intro guitar to 
‘Louie, Louie’ do you know it’s the best throwdown 
yet of that klassick since Black Flag?
Does PJ Harvey rule and do these guys love her?
Do we blast through hate?”
Thurston Moore, liner notes to Two Bands And  
A Legend, 2005

action jazz
Eclecticism is frequently the aim of those working  
in jazz and contemporary classical music, whether 
through genuine sonic curiosity, or a sense of self-
consciousness at the exclusivity of their chosen 
practice and an assumption that other forms  
are easy to toy with and assimilate. On paper,  
The Thing’s Garage (2004), with its interpretations 
of Yeah Yeah Yeahs and White Stripes, could have 
been such an attempt at making jazz ‘relevant’,  
a vampiric assault on indie-rock integrity.

Are you kidding? Garage is punk as fuck! It 
makes the White Stripes look like the soon-to-be-
soundtracking-Coke-ads hipsters one might argue 
they turned out to be. While the title references the 
raw garage pop of The Sonics (with a gleeful version 
of ‘Have Love Will Travel’), it’s also evocative of an 
immediacy and urgency, a grit and strength that, 
here, applies equally to Sixties skronk and the 
challenging compositions of Peter Brötzmann.

On follow-up Action Jazz, amid Ornette 
Coleman’s ‘Broken Shadows’ and uncompromising 

‘Music is not something that’s 
happening in your computer or your 
lounge. It’s life, and it confronts you’
  – Paal Nilssen-Love
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compositions of their own, The Thing’s take  
on Lightning Bolt’s ‘Ride The Sky’ showed an 
understanding that cross-genre interpretation,  
if it is to work musically and not just as a point of 
interest, is about a connection that goes beyond  
the merely formal. ‘Ride The Sky’, Thing-style, is 
indefinable the way Lightning Bolt are indefinable: 
the bass/drums duo of Brians Gibson and 
Chippendale patch in elements of underground 
music from metal to breakcore to create their neon 
noise, but the circuit that’s created is explosively 
their own and unquestionably experimental. 
Gibson’s alien-sounding bass technique is a perfect 
match for Gustafsson’s handling of the sax as a 
noise-making machine. For me, the track serves as 
an acknowledgement of the presence of extended, 
‘avant-garde’ techniques in DIY and punk music, 
and how electrifying, in the right hands, this can be.

“For us the energy parameter is a very important 
one,” explains Gustafsson. “So of course we find 
similarities with other kind of energy-based music.  
It doesn’t mean it has to be loud, but we are 
attracted by music that has this resistance and 
tension. The basic thing is, whatever we use – we 
play a Duke Ellington piece on the new record,  
as well as one by a Japanese garage group, 54 Nude 

Honeys – if we find good material, we take it and  
we do something that is The Thing.” 

What’s the process like of making it your own?
“As a single musician and as a group you have  

to create your own language. That’s my belief. 
Maybe it’s a romantic way to look at it but in order  
to communicate and to make creative music it has 
to be personal. Good jazz was done in the Fifties 
and Sixties and whatever, and leave it alone – we 
can’t play like Charlie Parker and Coltrane and Ayler. 
We don’t have the tools.”

Nilssen-Love: “Well, the tunes become tools for 
us…but the trick is to play them as free as possible. 
On the studio recordings we’ve done, they’re pretty 
much played as tunes; but in a live context we won’t 
plan sets, so if a tune wants to be played, then it has 
to be played and we’ll do it, or one will take the 
initiative to do it.” 

Gustafsson muses, “We do a lot of garage-
related stuff and we do a lot of free jazz, like Steve 
Lacy, Charles Tyler or whatever, and they’re very 
similar in the structure. It’s usually just one riff  
that’s not very advanced harmonically. So it’s very 
important to show that you can use – it doesn’t 
matter what kind of genre.”

immediate sound
Watching The Thing live – and I do mean  
watching, as well as listening – you’re struck  
by the relationships not only between the band 
members themselves, but between controlled 
playing and passages of what feel like unbridled 
chaos. Bursts of groove and melody burst suddenly 
from tense, abrasive scuttle, clatter and squawk. 
These shifts in mood and volume are exhilarating 

‘I never learned to play jazz really – I 
just happened to play the saxophone’  
 – Mats Gustafsson
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because they seem so unforced, and yet so 
unexpected – and yet so logical. “It’s so much  
based on trust and respect for each other,” says 
Gustafsson of their communication process. “I can 
trust that if I feel lacking in energy, I know that 
Ingebrigt or Paal will come in with something that 
will move the music in a new direction. So we left 
the whole idea of set lists. We have a book of 50 to 
60 pieces, I would guess, and anything can come up 
– of course the more recent ones are most likely to 
come up.”

And you also play gigs that are completely free, 
with none of the pieces…

Nilssen-Love: “This last tour, Mats brought  
only the tenor instead of the baritone, and all  
the tunes we’ve been doing for the last couple  
of years he’s been playing the baritone, and have 
been based on that instrument in a way. So we 
didn’t do a single piece for these four gigs [in  
the US].”

Håker-Flaten: “When you work with pieces  
for such a long stretch or do lots of tours, you find  
a certain structure for the music to develop. It gets 
really clear, too, even when it’s open and improvised 
– when you’re dealing with totally improvised 
[music] it feels like you’re thinking in the same 
structures of the shape of the music and the form  
of the sets – but it’s not pieces. This is how the 
communication works. Most times we really agree,” 
he adds.

“Sometimes it’s to the point that we agree so 
much, you feel like, fuck it, I need to do something 
against that, you know? Then it starts to be really 
interesting,” says Gustafsson. “You don’t choose 
the easiest solutions.” 

“You’ve got to push it and you’ve got to make 
some mistakes as well,” emphasises Nilssen-Love. 

Gustafsson: “ The greatest music is always born 
from mistakes, I think.”

For a band who have developed their live 
practice into something so exhilarating and honed, 
it’s perhaps unusual that official live recordings of 
The Thing are few and far between. But Live At Blå, 
recorded in 2003, is 
indicative of the band’s 
instinct for quality over 
quantity: a masterful 
hour-long set, the depth 
and range of which 
impresses more with 
every listen. When 
interviewing Gustafsson 
earlier last year about 
the release of The Fat Is 
Gone with Nilssen-Love 
and Peter Brötzmann, 
recorded at Molde Jazz 
Festival, the saxophonist 
told me, “I’m not so 
interested in putting  
out music just for 
documentary reasons – 
there is too much  
shit out there with 
improvised music.  
I prefer to work in  
a studio to make  
a record.”

“We really do try to 
treat the studio session 

jazz (not jazz)
Frances Morgan talks to Smalltown 
owner Joakim Haugland

When and why did you set up a separate  
jazz imprint?

“Smalltown Superjazzz – yes, three Zs! – was born 
in 2005. The label sprung out of Smalltown Supersound 
because I wanted to release more free jazz and avant-
garde music. I guess the real turning-point came when 
a friend of mine went into Rough Trade shop in London 
with a Smalltown Supersound T-shirt and the guys 
behind the counter said that they loved the label,  
but one of them said he only liked the avant-garde 
stuff and the other one only liked the electronic stuff. 
That was when I decided to split the label in two.  
If the guys at Rough Trade couldn’t see the whole 
picture, then who could?”

You’ve said that you wanted to run a jazz 
label like a DIY or punk label – how is this 
actually expressed in the way you run the 
label, and what labels inspired you?

“When I was setting up the Superjazzz label  
I intended to use the same network as I had with 
Smalltown Supersound, and also the same DIY way  
of doing things. This is different to many jazz labels  
that only sell and promote their music to jazz 
audiences – this way I think I have got many of  
the Superjazzz releases into more stores and they’ve 
had better and wider media coverage.

“The big inspiration for the label are ESP, BYG  
and SST. ESP and BYG existed in the Sixties and 
Seventies and have released some of the best free jazz 
in the history. I love the fact that BYG also released 

stuff like Gong as well as free jazz, and that ESP did 
stuff like Velvet Underground. I liked the free spirit of 
these labels and wanted to create something similar. 
SST was an Eighties punk/hardcore label, and has been 
a big inspiration for me since I was in my teens. A band 
like Offonoff [Paal Nilssen-Love, Terrie Ex and Massimo 
Pupillo] have more in common with Black Flag than 
with Albert Ayler, for example.”

‘ Offonoff have more in common 
with Black Flag than Albert Ayler’ 
 – Joakim Haugland

Joakim Haugland photo: Kim Hiorthøy
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as a studio session,” he says tonight as we discuss 
Bag It!, The Thing’s forthcoming studio album, 
recorded in Chicago with Steve Albini. The 
recording session was short and to-the-point – two 
days of recording and one of mixing – but all three 
agree on the importance of the next step, that of 
putting an album together. “To make the order and 
to take the versions that fit, maybe they won’t fit 
anywhere else but in that particular order on the 
CD…it’s super interesting,” says Håker-Flaten –  
not least, says Gustafsson, because Bag It! will be 
released as a single CD and a double LP, with extra 
tracks. Do they always record so quickly?

“When you’re dealing with improvisation  
on such a level, it doesn’t make sense to do three  
or four takes of the same idea, because the  

whole energy is just – you’re just trying to repeat 
something, trying to achieve something that was 
maybe already achieved before, and you can’t really 
do that,” says Gustafsson.

“But with some old Impulse records by Coltrane, 
they were doing 15 to 20 takes of the same tune, 
and that created some kind of tension and energy 
too,” Håker-Flaten points out. 

Gustafsson reflects. “The Stooges put out their 
Fun House box set and there’s 25 versions of each 
track or something – it’s ridiculous, because in a  
way that’s the best free jazz record ever made, 
maybe. It’s great to hear it, but it’s sick to hear so 
many versions…I like the art object, the album,  
you know, that sequence, no alternative takes, 
nothing. Those were the decisions that the 
musicians and the producer made.” 

Gustafsson’s fascination with The Stooges’ 
primal, noise-led deconstruction of rock’n’roll is  
one no doubt shared by his and Nilssen-Love’s  
most high-profile collaborators in Original  
Silence, Thurston Moore and Jim O’Rourke.  
While The Thing’s studio output has been  
minimal these last few years, Original Silence  
have released two albums, the latest of which  
was a near-paralysing, thrilling ideas overload.  

With the combined force of two Things, two  
Sonic Youths, one Ex and one Zu, Original Silence’s 
furious free-rock sometimes seems to achieve a 
state of near-implosion – percussion, electronics, 
feedback and riffs clashing and sparking in a  
series of continuous peaks. The frenetic darkness  
of the noise is offset by the muscular playing of  
the jazz musicians – although Gustafsson regularly  
puts down the sax to tweak various boxes and 
pedals, some built by Bristolian circuit-bender  
Tom Bugs. 

Culturally as well as sonically, noise is an 
important element in the Thing story. Noise 
practitioners’ willingness to collaborate and 
experiment is a physical step away from the  
more staid lineups of the rock group and into  
the collective unknown that should feed all 
improvisation. 

Gustafsson seems intrigued by the  
congruence: “The whole noise scene,  
not everything is good for sure, but it’s such  
an interesting mix now, a new generation  
and everyone has very natural reference points  
to Thurston Moore or Albert Ayler or Merzbow.  
We feel much more related to the way that process 
works, than the jazz scene.”

Both he and Håker-Flaten experiment with 
electronics, agreeing that their work in this  
field results in a different approach to their  
acoustic instruments, opening up worlds of 
possibility that can be then reinterpreted with 
breath and string – alien sound from organic 
sources. As to live electronics, though,  
“the problem is that it can be too slow, in  
an improvising setting. It can turn down your  
ability to change fast and to interact fast,”  
says Håker-Flaten.

Nilssen-Love laughs when I ask him if he makes 
noise music too.

“Well, there’s enough noise in the drums!”  
he exclaims. ”I feel like there’s enough to  
explore with the cymbals and the metal and  
the drums and the wood…whatever I can bring  

‘We left the whole idea of setlists. 
We have a book of 50 to 60 pieces, 
I would guess, and anything can  
come up ’ – Mats Gustafsson

You also release noise albums such as 
Jazzkamer’s on Smalltown Superjazz – do you 
see parallels between noise and free jazz, and 
what do you feel that those working in noise 
or avant-rock can learn from jazz and 
improvised music? 

“One has to be open. Conservative jazz people 
might not see these things, but I see a lot of similarities 
between noise and free jazz, as well as hardcore punk, 
and even black metal. It’s all about energy, in my 
opinion. What the people in noise and avant rock  
can learn from jazz and improvisation is the freedom 
aspect – I never get tired of seeing great improvisers 
and how they communicate with their instruments, 
how free they are and how they can make sound flow.”

How does the Superjazzz part of the label 
work alongside the Supersound material? Do 
you feel there is common ground? I felt that 
two of this year’s releases (Nisennenmondai 
and Lindstrøm) had interesting parallels with 
free music, the way that disco and no-wave 
were associated with improv and jazz in no-
wave era New York. 

“Nisennenmondai and Sunburned Hand Of The 
Man could both easily been on Superjazzz. But in the 
end, it’s just my gut feeling that decides, and I think the 
reason Nisennenmondai and Sunburned were placed 
on Supersound was that they were both groove 
albums. The groove is Supersound and the abstract  
and free stuff is on Superjazzz. Yes, there is a lot of 
common ground, but it feels great that they are 
separated – it really cleared my head, and that is an 
important reason why I had to make two labels. But as 
you say, there were many interesting things happening 
in NYC between disco and no-wave. James Chance 
And The Contortions is, I guess, the best example of the 
perfect pairing of free jazz and dance music. Its is also 
one of the best bands ever, in my book.”

How is the scene in Oslo at the moment? 
Are there new bands or venues that you’re 
excited about for the near future? 

“I think the free jazz/improv scene peaked while 
Blå was at its best. After the venue was sold, the scene 
disappeared from the venue. Then the scene kind of 
disappeared a little here in Oslo. Most of these artists 
have since become quite big and are now touring 
around the world constantly, and many of the key 
players are rarely home in Oslo. But festivals like  
All Ears are very important, as well as Øya Festival,  
a rock festival which challenges the audience and  
puts on really cool avant-garde stuff from both  
Norway and abroad. But I really miss a venue where 
we all can gather.” 

Jazzkamer
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in the kit. You can bring in noise from any 
instrument, and now that we’re doing acoustic,  
we push the acoustic instruments to quite a  
noisy level, which is in a way for me much  
more interesting.”

“That’s again the problem with putting a label 
on things – what do you mean by noise; what do 
you mean by noise?” Gustafsson reflects.

“ Yes, who determines that? For many years free 
jazz was a complete bloody noise!”

thermo dynamics 
“I think it’s important for people to understand that 
it’s only music,” says Håker-Flaten. Nilssen-Love 
laughs. “Yeah, it’s simple! It is! The fact that we  
can set up anywhere and we’re not pretentious 
about it, and we can just play our arses off,  
I think anyone that’s open to anything will receive  
it, and dig it.”

We are discussing All Ears, the festival of 
improvised music that Nilssen-Love curates in  
Oslo, and Perspectives, which Gustafsson organises 
in Västerås, Sweden. While both play host to sounds 
both experimental and extreme, there’s a steely 
sense of purpose in Gustafsson’s assertion that, 
“We have to bring [new audiences] in, to get 
interested, to feed the music”; a recognition that 
even the most challenging music can stultify when 
its creators fail to look – listen – outwards.  

The Thing’s commitment to moving outside of 
their immediate scene, both geographically, and in 
sonic reference points, is perhaps idealistic; but such 
idealism is key to the music itself, for such urgent, 
empowered sound would be hard pressed to survive 
without it. One senses a pushing against the 

insularity of experimental music;  
a trait that is expressed less vocally, 
but just as strongly, by the recordings 
that continue to emerge from labels 
like Rune Grammofon and 
Smalltown Supersound/Superjazzz. 

Gustafsson continues, “We are 
trying to create a music that makes 
people…”

“…want to dance,” states 
Nilssen-Love.

“Want to dance, and want to 
think on their own. Not to find easy 
solutions. You find answers live, 
where someone is playing. You can 
find some keys if you read about it, 
but you have to be there, and you 
have to listen. With The Thing, using 
material the way that we do, it’s a 
complete, interacting thing. We play 
pieces, we don’t play pieces, and we 
borrow pieces from all around, and 
on another level, not just the music, 
it’s really just to try to get people to 
make up their own minds.”

“I think today, not least, it’s  
so important that people get out  
of their sofas and iPods and and  
hear live music, because that 
confrontation is completely gone,” 
adds Nilssen-Love. ”Music is not 
something that’s happening in your 
computer or your lounge. It’s life, 
and it confronts you.”

Bring it on.
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Somebody once told me that belief was simple: 
whatever you think will happen, will happen. So 
if you believe that the afterlife will lead you to a 
lovely heaven up in the fluffy clouds above, or 
to reincarnation as a pig, or to a big fat atheist 
nothingness, well, that’s what you’ll get. Yeah right, 
I thought – you can’t summon the paranormal by 
thinking about it. Father Christmas never arrives, 
however much a five-year-old wills him to. But when 
Natasha Khan, the 29-year-old woman behind Bat 
For Lashes, tells you a story about communicating 
with dolphins, you want to believe. You want all 
such spiritual connections between man and beast 
to be true. And as well as that, you want to join her 
gang, travelling the world with like-minded free-
thinking folk, painting your face, singing into your 
guitar and talking to the animals like Dr Doolittle. 

“I was living in New York last year, and when 
I was having bad times I would go to the desert 
at Joshua Tree, that was my escape – or go to 
California and walk on the beach,” she says, sitting 
on the sofa in her hometown of Brighton. “And 
there were two occasions when I walked along 
Malibu beach crying and singing – not being really 
dramatic, just really sad. And both those times 
dolphins came – which they tell me they, like, never 
do.” She smiles, putting down her biscuit and 
cupping her fingers round her mug of tea like a 
true storytelling mystic. Her speaking voice is so 
quiet and gentle that she moves my dictaphone 
nearer in case it doesn’t pick up. “The first time 
there were nine of them,” she explains, “But the 
second time, the sun was setting and the sea was 
just luminescent – you know when the light reflects 
off the water so brightly that it blinds you? – and 
there were three. A couple – mummy and daddy 
dolphin, and then a tiny baby one came through 
with a shaft of light. It was so MAD! My friends were 
like, ‘Natasha – oh my God, it’s your spirit animal!’ 
I really was just walking along singing, and my friend 
Dana has lived there her whole life and she said, 
‘I have never seen dolphins here.’” And then she 
comes crashing back down to earth with a big 
giggle, and the serene voice has become more of 

a shriek. “I dunno – maybe they come quite a lot 
and my friends were just lying to try and make me 
feel better, hahahahaha!” 

And with that, you remember that the 
beguiling Khan is not Californian really, but English, 
with a childhood lived in boring Hertfordshire, 
though punctuated by more exciting trips to her 
father’s native Pakistan in the summers – until he 
disappeared from her life when she was 11, never 
to return. After school she went travelling for a bit – 
did an American road-trip, a la Kerouac, then moved 
to Brighton, did a degree in art and music, then got 
a childcare diploma and became a nursery school 
teacher. But meanwhile, she was writing songs 
on a piano she kept beside her bed so she could 
“catch her dreams” on it as soon as she woke up. 
She started performing spellbinding shows 
with a varying group of girlfriends on violins 
and percussion and cheap drum machines, she 
dressed in feathers and gold paint, got a record 
deal, released an album called Fur And Gold, told 
journalists about gory childhood memories of 
animal sacrifices in Pakistan, wowed a load of critics 
and fellow musicians, nearly won the Mercury Prize 
and went on tour with Radiohead in 2008. “Me and 
Thom spoke about me making the second album 

‘There’s a romanticism about the 
interaction between two fighters, 
or two lovers, or the two suns’

Natasha Khan, aka Bat For Lashes, returns from the woods 
with Two Suns – a new clutch of luminescent, baroque songs 
inspired by the wonder of constellations, the gravity of 
attraction, and the waxing and waning of romance 

Words: Sophie Heawood
Photography: Cat Stevens
Styling: Milena Silvano
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because I was a bit daunted by the whole prospect. 
I didn’t ask myself where to turn though – I just 
wrote what came in. It’s only when you look back 
at it that you realise it’s a full body of work.” 

By now, Natasha had crossed over into the 
mainstream. She also, during those years, made 
friends with Devendra Banhart and his Californian 
crowd of bearded bohemian buskers, through 
whom she met her boyfriend, who plays with 
the New York band Moon And Moon. They 
were together for a few years, and finally Natasha 
moved to New York, his city – but then they broke 
up. Hence the crying on the beach. And now she 
has come home. Indeed, so English is she, that she’s 
looking forward to toast with Marmite when she 
gets home tonight, back to the flat she has finally 
been able to buy in Brighton. Her collection of 
vintage keyboards and other musical instruments 
is being brought of out storage and the builders 
are nearly done. Last night she had a dream – there 
haven’t been so many lately, because of having lived 
too far from her own bed, “within different social 
groups and landscapes so it’s harder to settle into 
each one and distill it into something creative. 
But I had a really weird dream that me and my 

ex-boyfriend had this tiny Japanese baby. She was 
only about two months old, and we kept looking 
at this thing we’d made, isn’t she beautiful – but 
then she kept singing a This Mortal Coil song to us, 
ahahahaha! I’ve been listening to that ‘Kangaroo’ 
song a lot, so the baby was singing it in this beautiful 
woman’s voice. I’m glad I’m dreaming again.”

The English Channel is bashing itself about 
miserably outside the window, with no sign of 
dolphins – not even at the nearby Sea Life, which 
claims to be the oldest operating aquarium in 
the world, even though it long since gave up on 
dolphins and the whole jumping through hoops 
routine. But Natasha can summon them with her 
tears. And it’s this kind of talk that puts some would-
be fans off Bat For Lashes. Sure, they think the tunes 
are nice, the musicality faultless, but they find it all a 
bit...contrived. It’s as if the language of wildness, in 
rock’n’roll, must involve a loss of intentionality. To 
be wild you have to be out of control, not in it. You 
have to have reached a childlike state by getting 
drunk, dropping some acid, smashing a few things, 
shagging a few things, and psyching out to the 
same bassline for half an hour. As if a conscious and 
intentional investigation of bears, bats and face-

painting were silly, and accidents the only legitimate 
way for an adult to fall back into childhood. 

Natasha doesn’t prattle on about chewing 
peyote or getting high on acid and traipsing around 
under the stars, man. She’s in control – a conductor 
of an orchestra more than a conductor of electricity. 
And she’s quietly and fiercely ambitious. “I am a 
total control freak,” she readily admits. “I’ve had 
to fight for songs to get on my new album. I’m 
not going to name names but there are different 
annoying people that come and give really retarded 
opinions and don’t get it. Because they’re 50 years 
old. And it’s like, ‘Well, this is my art. It’s a shit idea, 
I’m not gonna do it.’ I can be quite fierce and people 
sometimes find me scary. Not very often, but I have 
a moral sense of what’s right, and when people in 
record companies start telling you how to arrange 
your songs, or which musicians should play on 
there, those sorts of ideas are SO fucking off the 
mark sometimes it’s not even funny. I get quite 
territorial, like a caged animal roaring if people 
come too near my cubs.” Her manager, Dick O’Dell, 
told me early on, before she even had a record deal, 
“Make no mistake, she’s ambitious. We’re thinking 
Kate Bush levels in three albums’ time.” (He worked 
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with The Slits back in the day so knows all too well 
the perils of the shambolic). The rise and rise of Bat 
For Lashes, and her crossover to the mainstream, is 
no accident. But it’s clearly not a compromise either. 

As for the new album, it’s called Two Suns and 
it’s a more densely packed work than Fur And Gold 
was. It’s still very much Bat For Lashes, but more of 
a wall of sound than the last record – the songs have 
toughened up their defences. It’s a record all about 
dualities – Natasha has created an alter ego called 
Pearl who sings some of the songs – and people 
will find it very romantic, with its falsetto vocals 
and sad slow tambourines and ghostly piano and 
soft soaring singing about suns, moons and sirens; 
about a prince made of crystal and a queen of 
hearts. But it’s actually a manifesto against romance, 
if romance is the idea of two things coming together 
to form a whole, locked together for eternity. 
Behind the pretty sounds lies the sad impossibility 
of living your life as a joint effort. 

“It’s such a battle,” agrees Khan. “I think the 
Two Suns idea for me came from the chorus of the 
first song, ‘Glass’.” (And surely it’s also a call and 
response to her ex-boyfriend’s bandname, Moon 
And Moon, a title she has also borrowed for a song 
of her own). ‘Glass’ is a pretty ethereal song, heard 
as if through shuffling silk curtains, with portentous 
drum rolls and a power falsetto that erupts up in 
the very top notes, where Khan sings about being 
”made of glass” in a voice so high she might shatter. 
“It’s this dream of going to a beautiful magical city 
that’s entirely made of glass, but when I get there 
every person is made of glass too and the watchmen 
in the tower point to a beautiful knight who’s made 
completely of crystal, and they say, this is your 
beloved. So he’s mine to be with, but he has a sun in 
his chest that is so bright, whenever I try to get close 
to him it shines so brightly that we’re blinded.”

cultured pearl
So far, so fable – but there is science here, too, 
since another song in that vein, ‘Two Planets’, was 
influenced by a trip to the New York Planetarium. 
“I went to see the show at the planetarium and it’s 
really nice – Robert Redford does the narrative, so 
beautiful! – and the show was about comets hitting 
earth and two heavenly bodies crashing into each 
other. I think that seeing two exceptionally bright 
beautiful things that are trying to connect but need 
to orbit separately – that’s the concept of the whole 
album, the two suns. It’s quite a good analogy for 
human relationships and creativity, the microcosm 
and macrocosm of all of those things. Naturally, no 
two things are supposed to come together and stay, 
they always come together and create a third thing, 
or an explosion, or push each other back off again. 
It’s the cycle of the desire for intimacy and the 
desire for freedom, and I felt like that with romantic 
relationships – as well as my life, which is always 
travelling and wanting to be static, but then when 
I’m static wanting to be fulfilled. Wanting to be 
close to someone but then pulling away.”

It wasn’t just a human she fell out of love with – 
New York City wasn’t what she expected either. 
She had wanted Brooklyn to be something she 
found it couldn’t be for her. “I was in Williamsburg, 
the Puerto Rican and Jewish area. And at night 
there’s a lot of gangstery types hanging out and 
the kids sitting out on the steps out till really late 
and the mums with radios blasting out music. 

And hip-hop shops that are actually mafia places. 
I lived right on Grand Street, which was pretty 
scuzzy, not as generic as Manhattan, a nice mix of 
multicultural families and artists. But there is this 
kinetic energy, this electricity, that runs through 
everything in New York and you literally can’t – 
it’s shut off from it because there’s so much going 
on all the time. It’s a very stimulating and high 
atmosphere. But it’s very tough. And I’m not very 
good at making myself stop so if I live somewhere 
quiet then it gives me that sense of stillness. 
Being there made me unhappy because it was 
just so mad. I tried to live somewhere that was not 
nourishing in the way that I’m used to, because I’ve 
realised that I really need nature and trees and quiet 
times. I need the sea.” 

And then there was Pearl. “Because I was kind 
of deluded in my idea of what New York meant, 
I wanted to become Pearl, because she’s a bit of 
a darling and she belongs to that place that I dreamt 
of. I dressed up as her when I was in Brooklyn and 
it felt like when you put her on you get these rose-
tinted New York glasses. My boyfriend used to take 
photos of me as her, or I’d just dress up as her and 
walk the streets on my own. I think she’s like a tacky 

glamour queen – she would never have got into 
Studio 54, too grotty for that. She’s very exuberant, 
coquettish is the word I suppose. She has blonde 
hair and very thick eyelashes; really dark, film noiry, 
David Lynchy. Very red lips. But she’s quite tough. 
I whitened up my skin a bit and I let my armpit hair 
grow and – with the wig on, it was a little bit dykey. 
I quite enjoy the ultra femininity of her look but like 

the masculinity of how she is, how on the edge she 
is, she’s a bit of a siren. I don’t think she really realises 
her power. I really like her even though she’s a real 
sad heartbreak kid…” at this Natasha’s voice seems 
to be fading away. She seems sad. She seems alright 
with her sadness, like it’s been there some time now 
and she’s just waiting for it to shift, like some kind 
of post-viral fatigue syndrome. “I feel for her,” she 
adds. “I felt like I was living through her – just in my 
situation anyway.” She says that Cindy Sherman’s 
work was a big influence here, and that Pearl exists 
best as a still, filmic image, rather than as a speaker 
who might break the spell. 

Yet she’s not just a still image – “she” sings 
‘Pearl’s Dream’, a clinically electronic number, 
sad but pacey. Natasha programmed a beat that 
expressed Pearl’s urban ennui and took it to the 
Magic Shop studio in Manhattan, where her 
friends from Yeasayer added the Eighties bassline. 
It’s a song just crying out for an even bigger remix – 
think what Armand Van Helden did to Tori Amos 
on ‘Professional Widow’. ‘Siren Song’ is another of 
Pearl’s numbers, with its epic crescendos and lyrics 
confessing wickedness and sin, falling into a lullaby 
of Natasha’s tenderness, as the two personalities 
battle it out. The two suns. Then there’s ‘Peace of 
Mind’, a grungey torch song, that was recorded 
with an male gospel choir. 

Natasha finally had her scales-fall-from-your 
eyes moment in a bar. “There was one time when 
I was out and there had been a situation where…” 
Khan falters, “I was just kind of on my own in 
Brooklyn and I just got hideously drunk. More drunk 
than I have ever got on my own before. And that 
moment, just looking at yourself in the mirror across 
the bar – and the jukebox was playing Bob Dylan, 
probably something from Blood On The Tracks 
because I love that album, and I remember hearing 
it and just being waaaaah…” She makes the sound 
of a baby crying. “I was an absolute mess. I think 
everyone goes through that in ways – but that was 
a very heightened state. Yes, I did get home 
alright – eventually!” 

‘I can be quite fierce and people 
sometimes find me scary. I have a 
moral sense of what’s right’
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So as Brooklyn lost its shine, England began to 
claim Natasha back. After supporting Radiohead 
in London’s Victoria Park, she went into the crowd 
afterwards to watch their show, “And this really 
funny camp guy in the audience went ‘Oh! I am 
SO in love with your music, its just SO amazing” – 
she affects a hysterical lispy luvvie tone – “he was 
really enthusiastic and lovely, and he goes ‘I do 
tarot and palms, I really wanna read your palm, 
oh my God Natasha Khan’s palm, oh my God!’ 
Hahahhaha. And he goes, “What do I see? WELL. 
Leo – three daughters – green eyes.” Hahaha. He 
read my palm for about half an hour  He was all 
like, ‘I can see around this area there’s been some 
pain, and I feel like you’re in the middle of an ocean, 
and you don’t quite know which continent to go 
to.’ And stuff like that. Well yeah, perhaps you 
might know that ‘cos I’ve been travelling all year! 
I love meeting people who are just themselves and 
they can’t hide it.”

She says she fantasies about being Rocky, 
getting into the boxing ring wearing that hoodie 
and learning how to fight. Her dad’s family were 
famous squash players but she has no desire to play 
squash, though she understands it, because it’s that 
battling duality again. “There’s a romanticism about 

the interaction between two fighters, or two lovers, 
or the two suns. With the squash thing, they’re in 
a glass cage battling it out. It’s a primal thing. “ 

celestial bodies
The experience of making the video for ’What’s A 
Girl To Do’, her Sixties girl-band influenced anthem 
from the first album, says a lot about how she has 
taken her inner world and made it a viable artistic 
product. “We made that on a 20 hour shoot on 
a test track for new cars in a pine forest near the 
M25,” Khan explains. “They shoot horror films 
there and it was as if a landscape in my head had 
actually come to life. Car on fire, kids in Halloween 
clothes, and the BMX boys were so lovely even 
though they were exhausted and injured, trying to 
ride these bikes with massive animal heads on, and 
they’re doing these 360 degree spins. But cycling 
down that road with them and hearing my song – 
they had it on the back of a lorry booming out all 
across the forest, and it was dark and rainy and like 
being inside one of my favourite teenage horror 
films! I was PISSING myself with excitement! When 
I came home I called my boyfriend and said ‘I am just 
so, so happy I want to remember this moment for 
ever’ – I was in the taxi home and I just had to tell 

somebody, only, it was four o’clock in the morning 
where he was, haha! It is such an amazing luxury to 
say to people, ’This is the weird stuff in my head, can 
you make it happen?’” She had a similar experience 
when shooting the cover photographs for her new 
album. They went out to Joshua Tree, “And I’d had 
the image in my head for so long and then you’re 
in the desert with prop designers and make-up 
artists working for you to try and get your vision 
across. so much time and money and other people’s 
love invested in it, and you’re there asking them 
to airbrush the colours of the celestial sky all over 
your body.” 

Ah, the power of myth making. Unlike some 
pop stars, she’s not making myths about poverty 
or social class – she sidesteps such earthly concerns, 
as well as kebabs and pubs and kickabouts and 
brand names and mobile ringtones and cheeky 
halves and lairy streets and borrowing a pound for 
a condom and saying his name was Ben and then 
we went again. These are all the stories of recent 
British pop, but no, she is staying with celestial fires 
and the bright sheen of constellations, sorrow and 
dark hearts. So I ask, would Bat For Lashes ever write 
a song about sitting round in your dressing gown 
watching Eastenders? 

‘It’s such an amazing luxury to say to 
people, ”This is the weird stuff in my 
head, can you make it happen?”’
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“Haha, well ‘Daniel’ is just about kids in love, 
and heartbreak. It’s about these two kids who spend 
the summer together when there’s forest fires and 
they make love in the car at night – it’s actually from 
a film, but I’m not going to say which one just yet. 
It’s that simplicity that you yearn for when things 
get complicated as an adult, when you’re just lost. 
And then ‘Travelling Woman’ is an ode to myself. 
It’s a very simple lyric, ”Carry on travelling woman, 
don’t sacrifice your plan/Because it will come back 
to you before you lose it on the man”. It’s like really 
old Neil Young style. Those sorts of songs are like 
my mum saying to me, just make sure you keep it 
together, listen to your vision. And on the last 
album, ‘Sad Eyes’ was quite a simple song about 
having baths and making dinner. So I do write 
those songs!” 

And what about the current batch of 
songwriters who tell stories about their day-to-day 
life – all those new troubadour types? “Yeah, I think 
there’s a whole mockney thing now, where all of 
a sudden you’re the Poet Laureate if you list out 
a bunch of Britishisms about your Kodak camera, 
and going down Woolworths…I think there’s 
definitely a place for that but I’ve not heard a very 
good example of it in pop music yet. If you compare 

that to early Eighties hip-hop about hanging out 
on the street and dancing and partying, and what’s 
going on – I don’t know if it’s just a retro thing but 
the quality isn’t there. I’m not going to name any 
names but that music isn’t still going to be around 
in 20 years time. It’s one of my least favourite things 
– music being bland. Dumbing things down on 
purpose and making yourself sound like you’re less 
educated than you are, on purpose. Be who you 
are! Capitalise on your strengths! I dont even think 
I’m that good with words, I think my lyrics are fairly 
mediocre, but I do try to think about metre and 
a sense of rhythm, or have subjects that aren’t 
perhaps just about the everyday world.” 

And so we come to Scott Walker, who appears 
on ‘The Big Sleep’, a collaboration that ends the 
album in gorgeous, epic fashion. It really is a treat – 
a supremely slow, two and a half minute fadeout 
as a knowing piano leads grandeur slowly out by the 
back door. She must be thrilled to have worked with 
him – yet it turns out they’ve never met. She wrote 
the song, heard his voice over it in her head, and 
finally plucked up the courage to send him a demo 
of it with her vocals already on. “I didn’t want to 
be shy or tread on eggshells – I just took the bull 
by the horns. I was respectful though, ‘cos he’s 

a legend, obviously! I have no idea if he even knows 
anything about me. I just sent him the track and 
wrote that the song was about a sort of drag 
queen’s final performance, the last curtain call 
before she hangs up her dress and gives up on 
the dream. I explained that I’d been reading Last Exit 
To Brooklyn and I had always heard his voice on it. 
He really listened to my brief and I think he really 
tried to get inside the head of the song. He wrote 
back to me with his recording and said he’d tried to 
achieve the character I asked for. Really generous, 
and just gentle. So the way it’s turned out is a 
duet between Pearl and this beautiful male voice. 
Even though his voice is so manly, it’s ambiguous, 
androgynous at times – he’s a childlike spirit.” 

One last question – I wonder if she’s noticed 
her style being adopted by the high street? 
Gold headbands in Accessorise? “Definitely in 
magazines. And some pop artists coming up – I saw 
Ladyhawke with a headband and glittery stripes; 
I was like, hmmm, interesting! But it’s good…” she 
lowers her voice to a comic stage whisper, like an 
Ab Fab fashionista, or Margo from The Good Life, 
“Because I’m one step ahead. Always one step 
ahead, dahling! And it won’t be the mood board for 
Top Shop 2010. I’ve moved on!”

36-37 dress: Cooperative 
Designs – www.cooperative-
designs.com, mesh bodysuit: 
Agent Provocateur – www.
agentprovocateur.com, belt, 
beaded neckpiece and mask: 
stylist’s own, cuff: Borba Margo – 
www.borbamargo.com, lace 
glove: Ameena – www.ameena.
co.uk, printed tights: William 
Lemon, rings: Gipsy One Eye – 
www.myspace.com/romangipsy, 
all other jewels: Natasha’s own

38 lace dress: Boudicca – www.
platform13.com, mask and 
jewels: Natasha’s own

39 feathers neckpiece: Yes 
Vincent, rings: Gypsy One Eye – 
www.myspace.com/romangipsy, 
jewels and vest: Natasha’s own, 
lace glove: stylist’s own

40 jumper and shorts: Natasha’s 
own, crochet tights: stylist’s own

41 lace dress: Boudicca – www.
platform13.com, mask and 
jewels: Natasha’s own
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love, isn’t it just like air 
Words: Jessica Hopper 
Photography: Sam Ashley 

Frida Hyvönen is a gift for real girls, discarding the ribbons and bows of romantic fantasy and 
investing the everyday and commonplace with vulnerability, bravery, and magical detail. Sing 
along, because real life can set you free

Frida Hyvönen sings the songs of a free woman. 
Part of a current flow of self-possessed  
Swedish female singer-songwriters, her  
2005 album Until Death Comes is the sound of  
a grown-up woman who does as she pleases,  
her desires no longer husked in naïveté. Her 
songs are mostly about herself, though some 
are disguised as songs about boys and her 
relationships with them. The album’s single,  
‘I Drive My Friend’, is about taking a friend to 
the train station after a night out drinking 
together, a night that turned romantic 
somewhere after last call. She giddily notices 
tiny details of their trip and promises to wait  
”a million years” for him to return, plumes  
of love rising from her hungover heart, but  
in the next breath she returns to her own  
life and its glories: ”The sun is shining/I have 
everything/A driver’s licence/A car and a song  
to sing.” Just to make sure we’re clear on her 
priorities, she repeats the word ”sing” 23 times. 
On ‘Djuna!’ her promise is to herself, to leave 
boys behind (”They make me regress and 
forget my aim”), and she pleads with a friend 
to remind her that life is ”a piece of art and  
a hell to raise”.

She juxtaposes the sentimental with the 
anti-sentimental. Her songs are licked by  
the flames of romance, but acknowledge  
that hot places become smoke and ash.  
To paraphrase Joni, she loves her lovin’,  
but not like she loves her freedom. 

Frida is the real girl gift to real girls, who 
have had to put up with pop narratives of 
marriage fantasy wallpapering the music 
landscape since before The Cookies were sha-
la-la-ing. Here she sings about how she’s not 
the marrying type. Here, she sings a delicate 
Weill-ian tune about getting an abortion –  
and it’s de facto and procedural. She sings 
songs full of heart and lust and joy. She feels 
like a revelation because she is – she inverts 
every sad old trope, every I-would-die-4-U/ 
pop-my-pussy/stand-by-your-man cliché –  
and makes songs that sound like life. She 
operates entirely outside the gender dialectics 
of pop music, where a woman’s power is 
conventionally measured by her ability to  
lord it over men or reject them, whether she’s 
an R&B balladeer, a singer-songwriter, or an 
indie-rock It Girl. Objectification is a given;  
the male gaze is what mirrors women’s worth 
back to them.

Hyvönen not only does justice to the 
complexity of female desires but also allows  
her men three-dimensional depth – they’re  
not reduced to caricature, either scumbags  
or superheroes. Men simply don’t have the 
outsize importance to her that would justify 
demonisation or worship – her world doesn’t 
revolve around the axis of one man’s erection. 
She sings about complicated relationships, 

sexual dynamics, fucking. She sings “cock” in  
a song, and it gets her misunderstood – not 
unlike Mary Timony before her. The critics  
are still in the dark ages. You sing that you 
might have done it once or twice, maybe hint  
at some free love action and suddenly you’re  
a come hither, thighs-wide vixen. Perhaps the 
world is not ready for a post-Liz Phair female 
archetype of actualisation and animus. 
‘Perhaps’ is too generous a word.

Frida’s new album, Silence Is Wild,  
contains the songs of a woman who values  
her liberation and knows her own worth, 
whether anybody else does or not. To say she  
is an important artist is not generous enough.

What was the guiding principle in making this 
record? Was it the same as the last one?

“In one way the same thing, the driving 
force of writing and making music, but the 
conditions were very different, having put  
out Until Death Comes and having the chance 
to work full time making…music.”

Has making music full time changed how 
you make it? How you approach it?

“Having the couple of years of experience  

of being on the road and being known for 
making music did affect me in some ways.  
I think I could be more focused, and also  
I had the opportunity to stay in my house  
and just give it all I had.”

Was there any noticeable change in how 
you made it, or were the sort of songs 
different?

“On this record I worked very focused for  
a few months, not doing anything else, at least 
that was tangible, other than writing, for a few 
months. Whereas on the first record, I wrote 
the songs over a few years, with a much more 
diffuse goal.”

What did you want to do differently after 
Until Death Comes? Where did you want to  
go next?

“I was interested in developing the songs  
so that I could use my voice more freely, and  
I had more courage making the lyrics.”

What were you nervous about with  
your lyrics?

“I don’t believe I was aware of being 
especially nervous, but I could feel a greater 
freedom this time, like I had nothing to lose, 
and I knew for sure that I was going to make  

an album. I felt more confident that there  
was actually going to be something. I felt like 
there were no obstacles there, and I could  
do whatever I wanted.”

How do you decide how much of yourself 
to put in a song? Do you ever pull back and  
say ‘That is too personal’?

“There is fiction, and there is personal,  
but there is also the point where a song takes 
off and gets independent. And all you try  
to do is make it self-sufficient, and coherent 
within its own language, universe, existence, 
blah blah. I don’t have restrictions. I am not  
very afraid to lend my own experience or share 
it, but not always is the exact truth the most 
interesting for the song, or for myself.”

The truth can be boring.
“You just work more in service of the song 

than a finite truth. I would rather pull myself 
back if I start lying too much, if it becomes  
a fiction I find dull or inexpansive…non-
expansive? Whatever the word is. I find when 
you let go of what you think is true, you find  
a new truth that can be just as fine. After  
all, memories are all interpretations, and we 
betray ourselves on autopilot a lot. So, writing 

for me is a lot of figuring out. And sometimes, 
it stops at something that can be a complete 
non-truth, but it works with itself, and it 
entertains me and makes me go on thinking, 
and that’s enough for me.”

a little ending
With a song like ‘December’…abortion, for 
people in America, I think, is much more of  
a charged moral issue than it is in Europe, but 
obviously, you know you are putting something 
out there that seems very private – whether  
it’s truthful or it’s just a story in the song.  
But the song balances this heavy emotional 
content with a really playful sort of song –  
how intentional was that? Did you have  
to really consider that song when you were 
coming up with it?

“Yes, I realise that difference.”
I feel like the pairing of heavy and light  

is kind of – forgive me if I am reading too  
much into it – but it feels very feminist. Like, 
abortion and this sort of thing is a very average 
or common experience – and so if you had 
given it this really doomy, heavy music it  
would have had a different message to it.

These are the songs of a woman who 
values her liberation and knows her 
own worth 
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“I found that element of musical easiness to  
be the missing piece to the lyrics. When you write 
songs, and you work with the parameters of lyrics, 
vocals, silence, melody, instrumentation, it’s a 
vulnerable thing, like raising a tent or making  
a fire – you need balance and space and positions 
and cornerstones between which something  
can appear…”

Was it difficult to figure out how to write 
that song?

“Not really, I was in a good place. After a few 
weeks of just writing, and not meeting very many 
people, you don’t really question it. It becomes easy. 
Now, after touring a bit, and celebrating Christmas 
and my birthday and New Year’s with my house  
full of people, it’s harder for me to understand  
how I did those things last spring…the heavy and 
light being feminist, that sounds interesting. Is it  
the sense of detachment and humour you’re 
thinking of then?”

Yes, I think the detachment poses the idea 
that this is a fact of women’s lives.

“Detachment, and lightness…it is a very 
disarming way of dealing with difficult issues.  
You go directly to the point without stating where 
you stand – it’s human, and you can relate to it.  
I also wanted to write a song about something that 
is legal – free abortion – in a way that was without 
judegment, as if it was just any disease or accident. 
As if it was like that, like it would be in a perhaps 
ideal world, which isn’t really the case. Even if  
it’s legal, there is still the [she shushes] about it.  
And I wanted it to be fragile at the same time,  
with openings for emotion, without naming them.”

How important is isolation in your work? 
Creatively, I mean.

“For this record it was the method – isolation.  
I had the chance to. It was fantastic after a few 
weeks. The first weeks were hard but then it 
became very lucid and fun.”

Did you need to get other people’s 
reactions, or was it easy to just rely on your 
own opinions?

“I didn’t show it to anyone until I was almost 
done, then I had some friends read it and listen  
to it, and that part was uncomfortable and very 
exciting and I had a deadline which was the ninth  
of May, when I had a concert booked at the opera 
house in my nearest city, where I performed 12  
new songs. I can tell you the ride into town that day. 
I was a danger in traffic.”

How much do you consider how you are 
received? How about how you are consumed, 
as an artist? Has that changed over time?

“When I write I don’t consider it on a deeper 
level, more on a humouristic level, then when the 
record’s been released and people write about it  
and I make shows, I find it surreal to the point of 
pain to be judged – if even lightly – to the point of 
pain. Music reaches out to a lot of people, and it’s  
tradition to judge it. Personally, though, I think that’s 
too much for anyone sensitive enough to write 
good songs to handle.”

How do you deal with criticism? Do you just 
completely ignore people’s reactions?

“I can’t ignore it, but I can handle it together 
with friends. Reading reviews, my impression is that 
many critics use the same language, and are stuck  
in a certain form, that doesn’t give me much.”

What were the records that empowered 
you to make music, or did you always feel like 
you had permission to do make music?

“If I remember it right, I think Patti Smith,  
Le Tigre, Nina Simone and such, were great 
inspirations for daring to MAKE music. But 
permission, no. Luckily, when I put out Until  
Death Comes, I didn’t expect anyone to even  
listen to the record except my friends, and then 
boom – it got a huge and warm reception, and  
all of a sudden it was like I was entitled.”

When did you begin making music? What 
were you first songs like?

“I wrote songs increasingly since I was maybe 
seven…but more and more after I was 20. I think  
my musical language started to make sense to me 
when I was perhaps 24. Before that, it was a lot of 
frustration and making songs that sounded great 
but were horrible, or the other way around. I started 
making songs to friends, like letters – ‘NY’, ‘Djuna!’, 
‘I Drive My Friend’, ‘Valerie’. I had someone in mind 
that they concerned, and the songs made sense 
because I had written them to someone. They had a 
value because they were like letters. I had someone, 
a receiver, that they, the songs, concerned.”

What were your big influences? Or could 
you hear them? Did they always sound like the 
music you make now?

“I think the friends were my influence, and 
language-wise, it was things I read, and the lust  
to find my own language in English.”

Why is it important for you to sing in 
English?

“It’s a lovely language, and it is open for 
everyone since it is spoken by so many.”

How much revision goes into your songs 
between when you think of them and when 
they are finished? I am curious if there is much 
in the way of self-censorship?

“I censor a lot.”
Like you start with a lot of words and 

narrow it down?
“Yes, or I finish a song and then throw it away 

because it took the wrong direction.”
I feel like your records are reluctantly 

sentimental. Is that accurate? Are you 

purposefully trying to obscure sentiment?
“I might have a weakness for sentiment.”
I feel like you almost make fun of yourself 

for being sentimental. It seems like maybe you 
have a complicated relationship with it.

“You think it is the melodies?”
No, the words.
“Oh.”
I think the music can be kind of torchy and 

theatrical, which I think can lend itself to being 
‘sentimental’ – but your music is not.

“There is a chance I have a complicated 
relationship to sentiment, reason, and lightness…”

Do you like sentimental songs, in general?
“I do, yes. I gladly sing very sentimental songs 

that other people wrote. But when it comes to 
writing, I need it to be something more. My relation 
with comedy is easy, since it is such a loveable trait.”

What’s the role of comedy in your music? 
Do you think it’s essential? 

“I mean, I think sentimentality in everyday life  
is very boring. But with songs, together with the 
musical element, can really serve a purpose. I think 
comedy is what I like most with life. I’m not sure 
how good I am at it, but I really think comedy is the 
essence of us. So I try and use it.”

It seems to me you stick to quite traditional 
pop form, but what’s unusual is that you take 
on really unconventional views or ideas about 
romance. Basically, the impractical side and the 
unreality of monogamy, that romance fades. 
Which is counter to most pop, which says “Let’s 
get married and I’ll love you forever, that 
would be my dream come true”.

“Well, we have too much of that. Not that  
I see it as a mission to try and outbalance it, but it 
just isn’t anywhere close to where I dwell. And it  
is not the ideas that I find urgent, because they  
are too far away from where a) I am and b) where  
I would like to see me or my friends be. I try to keep 
it real [laughs].”

Did you grow up a feminist or was feminism 
introduced to you?

“I was born in Sweden in the Seventies and  
the people who brought me up were keen on  
the new ideas of equality, but still were northern 
Swedes from the country. The feminist theories 
were introduced to me lightly in my youth and then 
more strongly in my twenties. I moved into a house 
with 10 to 12 friends then.”

Like a commune?
“Yes. And most with anarchist and feminist 

ideas, which felt perfectly at home with me, except  
I was still the observer kind and had a hard time  
with collectivism – we had gender groups and all 
[laughs]. No, but it was enchanting and much more 
fun and advanced than anything I had encountered 
before. Got me to read a lot of interesting books, 
and I learned to stand up for my bleached blonde 
hair in a crowd of dreadlocks.”

of freedom, and fantasy
I think the most feminist thing about Frida’s music  
is this breaking free. Some of her songs are about 
brushing off other people’s fantasy of her, and I feel 
like no one ever sings about that – the burden of 
fantasy, that women are often expected to be the 
vessel for other people’s dreams, or be a vessel  
for a baby, or whatnot. It’s the way that Frida  

sings about these parts of women’s lives that not 
everyone talks about, let alone sings a song about. 

“It is very great for me to get this recognition 
from you,” says Frida. “And it’s a shame it’s like that. 
But I mean, I am trying to be as clear as I can.”

But I feel like the feminism is really…
natural?

“Nature is a burning word.”
Like, with the big feminist artists in 

America, like Le Tigre or Bikini Kill, it’s a really 
aggressive, sarcastic, fighting idea.

“Yes…and I know that language too, but for 
me, it isn’t…pungent enough.”

Just talking about women’s lives, or talking 
about not wanting to get married – it’s very 
feminist. It makes your work unique.

“It is. And it is also, just…not taking the detour.”
What do your girlfriends say about  

your music?
“My friends seem to appreciate and understand 

what I am writing. They are also a part of it, because 
those are the things I discuss with them…And my 
music friends too, because they are most often  
very sensitive, but much more aware of the dangers 
with making music of it, than for example, my writer 
friends, or my teacher or farmer or artist friends.”

What did you do before you were an artist?
“I have worked in cafes and in secondhand 

clothes stores. And I’ve studied theology for a while. 
And I have given singing lessons.”

Do you think of music as your job now?
“Music isn’t my job, but taking care of business 

can sometimes feel like a job. Music is more like a 
fever. And a passion.”

‘I wanted to write a song about 
something that is legal – free 
abortion – in a way that was  
without judgement’
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A Place To Bury Strangers
ICA, London
Before the show, my friend Nikos, not 
looking where he’s going, tears his head 
open on an exposed piece of scaffolding  
in Leicester Square. He claims to be fine 
even when a trickle of blood inches down 
his forehead at the bar. He wipes it off, we 
watch A Place To Bury Strangers. 

They play brutal chainsaw noise, 
guitars tuned to ‘ouch’, and a drum-pad 
programmed with stiff beats elevating 
them from swampy rockers to a sort of 
male Ronettes – from Hell.

Later, taking a break outside from the 
thunderous noise, Nikos stumbles over and 

slurs, “I think I’m going to collapse”.  
His housemate takes him to hospital. 

I feel bad for staying, especially when 
APTBS play ‘To Fix The Gash In Your Head’, 
a hyper-Mary Chain workout louder than 
My Bloody Valentine in the same venue 
earlier in the year. Nikos is fine the next 
day; my ears aren’t.
Thom Gibbs

Nick Cave And The Bad Seeds
Corn Exchange, Edinburgh
Ten years since I saw Nick Cave hunched 
over a grand piano, howling mournfully  
of green-eyed girls and kittens while  
barely acknowledging the audience. Is  

this really the same man? This deranged 
stick man, limbs flying with shirt open  
and medallions dripping off him like  
the reanimated cadaver of a libidinous 
Vegas groinpusher? 

The guy making the white-tiled, 
conference centre walls of the (worst)  
Corn (venue) Exchange (ever) drip with 
collective sweat as the Bad Seeds crank up 
a punishingly intense wall of noise from 
their array of long abused instruments? 

Him, offering merrily overbearing 
crowd banter before blasting out a  
full string of Cave Classics? ‘Tupelo’! 
‘Deanna’! ‘Papa Won’t Leave You, Henry’! 
‘Hard On For Love’! Oh –Woah-Woah-

Woah-Woah-Woah! This is man and  
band at ease with their past, with the  
best back catalogue in town, intent  
on some serious rocking out. Who’d  
have thought it? 

Ladies and gentlemen: Nick fucking 
Cave And The Bad Seeds!
Euan Andrews

The Chap/Miss Pain
Water Margin, Brighton
Hello. I am in a low-ceilinged room 
surrounded by serious-looking people who 
cultivate their GSOH like bonsai trees. 

Outside, it’s all night, while upstage, 
Brighton’s own Miss Pain – dressed as  

megasolutions, microproblems 
Words: Sheikh Ahmed 
Photography: Hervé All

Tim Exile
The End, London
It’s all too easy to accuse electronic artists  
of forcibly trying to negotiate the live circuit 
without much care for the audience. The 
familiar sight of the musician hiding behind  
a laptop screen will hopefully be one that 
we’ll see less of during 2009.

Tim Exile’s approach to live performance 
has always been slightly different to that  
of his peers. Clocking up an impressive  
amount of work perfecting his live setup,  
the process that he goes through on a 
technical level is complex enough to make 
your head implode – layers upon layers of 
programmatically-designed algorithms  
that allow him to manipulate anything  
and everything in real time. All this results  
in a set of electronic music he’s genuinely 

playing totally live (as opposed to  
mere laptop playback). But you’re not  
really thinking all that when there’s  
a grown, bearded man dressed like a  
Viking, walking around with his  
joystick-penis on show.

The End might not seem the most  
apt setting for Tim to unveil his new  
creation to the masses. Certainly, the  
slick interiors of the central London club  
seem more suited to the constant rotation  
of anonymous dad-DJs that have graced  
its decks for the past 13 years (it ceased  
to be a club in January 2009).

But, having earned his techno credentials 
by releasing numerous records on the  
revered jungle label Moving Shadow as  
well as on the genre-defying Planet Mu,  
Tim Exile has now attained new heights  
of respectability and visibility by signing  
to Warp. His imminent Listening Tree album 
suggests he’ll move into songwriting territory 
with relative ease.

Certainly, the new songs sound great –  
he has a decent-enough voice, and the  
novel ability to manipulate it on the fly  
are instant attention-grabbers. It’s all too  
easy to descend into computer plug-in 
trickery, but for the most part he plays it 
straight with vocal duties. 

The shouty singalong chorus of ‘Pay 
Tomorrow’, the slow burn bleep of ‘Don’t 
Think We’re Alone’ and the astonishing 
junglist overload of ‘Family Galaxy’ are  
all accomplished slices of future pop and 
machine abuse.

Sometimes it doesn’t quite hold together; 
though – the segue from vocal-led tracks  
to knob-twiddling antics seemed jilted  
and uneven, and the comedy costume  
could distract from his already engaging  
and funny stage presence. It’s summed  
up when he wanders among the crowd  
with the aforementioned control  
device/male appendage, amusing  
and frightening in equal measure. 

Complex enough 
to make your 
head implode
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kiss-stained sailors, but of course –  
indulge in semaphore, their perversely 
etiquettish eccentric analogue electronics, 
and even a purported rap (which sounds 
how a contemporaneous disc jockey  
might over a radiophonics jam). All  
this I note with satisfaction, on a  
folded piece of paper brought just for  
the occasion. 

An amplified command – “Develop a 
voice which is annoying” – announces The 
Chap’s arrival, and their Bauhaus (art not 
band) dance routines are soon building 
with the music – exceptional momentum 
from barest materials; letting the design  
do the work. 

To be interesting and fun is by no 
means easy, but both boxes are ticked 
firmly as we weave between air-drumming 
and dainty falsetto. To be so self-aware 
squared would be paralysing if they hadn’t 
spent so long manicuring their sense  
of the ridiculous. The crowd bob almost 
guiltily pleasantly about me and the  
band end apruptly as I’m finishing up  
this sentence; applause. 
kicking_k

Deerhoof
ULU, London
Greg Saunier rocks my world. With just  
his bass drum, snare, cymbal and high-hat  

he’s noisier than mortals would be  
with a mile-long stretch of skins set  
before them. He sounds like an  
army. His energy is boundless.

Satomi Matsuzaki improves  
my world. A gleeful pixie put on  
earth to spread joy via the medium  
of jilty alternative rock. A bouncing  
bundle of childish joy, complete  
with bass guitar. Kooky vocalist 
extraordinaire. Offend Maggie’s  
‘The Tears Of Music And Love’ begins  
it. It’s an odd track.

For 20 seconds it’s the Rolling Stones’ 
‘Start Me Up’, before jerking into a wonky 
plonk of John Dieterich’s and Ed 

Rodriguez’s innovation. Saunier carries  
it, bolsters it. Matsuzaki softens it,  
plays with it.

The San Franciscans have busted  
out 10 records since ‘97 (bet you  
didn’t know that), but the bulk of their  
live content is post-2003, from Apple O 
onward. And the crowd’s most earnest 
moment of jubilation sprouted for ‘The 
Perfect Me’, from 2007’s raw sounding 
Friend Opportunity. 

It goes to show they’re not always  
easy to love – but a patient ear knows  
that Deerhoof have earned their place  
in this world.
Tom Howard

seven heads banging 
Words: Isobel Decordova 
Photography: Simon Fernandez

Action Beat/Dethscalator 
Buffalo Bar, London
If noise equals chaotic sound of greater than 
usual volume, tonight the exact opposite is 
true. The event remains relatively limp in 
comparison to the potential that lurks 
beneath. It’s very civilised, and a little bit 
pedestrian, although the no man’s land 
between audience and band remains 
untouched, with the intensity of the 
performance umatched by their attendees. 

All the way from…Stoke Newington, 
Dethscalator swamp the venue with their  
Iron Monkey-ish crust-punk. It sounds like 
they’ve been sipping from the same stagnant 
waters as High On Fire or Pissed Jeans – a  
sludge of doom-laden dirges and spasmodic 
vocals, with lead singer Dan Chandler 
channeling Ozzy Osbourne/David Yow into 

the microphone, looming the stage like some  
kind of warped sloth. At the right frequency 
and in the right atmosphere, Dethscalator 
could spellbind, but there isn’t enough 
contagious head nodding, or distorted  
walls of sound to envelope the intimate  
crowd space. And, when Dan blunders off  
of the curb-sized platform that constitutes  
the stage into the audience, he’s met with 
little noteworthy response. 

Southern-signed Action Beat, self-
confessed messer-uppers of detuned guitars 
and old drum kits, stream into the venue  
with a conveyor belt of instruments – four 
drum kits, as many guitars – and a gig roster 
consisting of whoever is available to play  
on the night. It’s a line-up that might seem 
natural for Providence, Rhode Island loft-
dwellers, but somewhat less what you expect 
from a band who describe themselves, as  
their new album title puts it, as The Noise 
Band From Bletchley. But straight out the 
traps, a conventional rock’n’roll instrumental 

develops into something wild, feral and, 
well…noisier. There’s some comparison to  
be drawn to Glenn Branca’s massed guitar 
orchestras, but this is a scrappier, gnarlier 
affair, discipline replaced by guts and grit and 
anger. They beat with ferocity until clothes 
peel off and torsos are bared, as the audience 
circle the group like a human Stonehenge. 

Despite the floor-level proximity,  
audience/band participation remains low,  
but then again, not for nothing do Action 
Beat angle inwards, towards an invisible 
centre. It’s a blur of arms, legs and heads, 
summoning up an energy of near-Lightning 
Bolt proportions (although it helps that they 
boast four times the manpower). Every now 
and then, they slip out of time, drum beating 
just out of step with drum, but with hard 
stares and smiles, they pull back into pattern. 
Then, just as things start to build towards a 
climax, it’s the last song, and with one last 
blast, our uneven but blossoming relationship 
is no longer. 

Clothes peel off 
and torsos bared
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The Shitty Limits
Le Pub, Newport
As Blighty continues to descend into  
a greying replica of the Seventies at its 
most horrorshow – strikes, economic 
apocalypse, inexplicably famous stand-up 
‘comedians’ – we are forced, again, to look 
to the margins for our heroes. Specifically, 
High Wycombe, Guildford and Reading. 

Even more specifically, four hardcore 
horsemen who deliver a breathless, 
confrontational set of amphetamine 
Sixties garage and stop-start punk,  
like a British Germs or a very angry Wire 
(‘Yesterdays Heroes’ even tips its hat to 
‘12XU’s “Saw you in a mag/Kissing a 

man”). Vocalist Louis Limits lurches 
breathless, within licking distance, barking 
songs about spying and dogs. 

The treble twang of The Monks or 
Sonics is never far from the surface, but it’s 
bashed out with such phlegmy, adolescent 
carelessness, such fury and excitement, 
that any such comparisons are lost in the 
moment. Joyous escapism for dark times.
James Roberts

Meat Puppets
ULU, London
Curt Kirkwood’s plainly baffled by why 
anyone wants to see an ATP-sponsored 
run-through of 1984’s Meat Puppets II,  

a peerless schizoid mess of drunk  
country and deep-fried hardcore. He  
and his brother Chris look like no-one  
else, with matching Slavic gypsy woman 
hair and shirts big enough for men twice 
their size. 

They refuse to sing the songs as they 
appear on record, much less reproduce 
solos accurately. It seems to frustrate a 
tentative crowd, but by the sandswept  
and wonderful ‘Aurora Borealis’ the 
Puppets have clicked into gear. ‘We’re 
Here,’ is wistful and urgent like early  
REM but they want rid of this album  
and the deal to play it, so abandon it  
after ‘Oh Me’ and mess around with 

horrible bubbly guitar effects and flat-out 
silly chords on a bunch of newer songs. 
When they get back on track with a caustic 
‘Lake Of Fire’ it would be too late, if they 
weren’t so loveably unhinged. 
Thom Gibbs

Special Disco Version
Matter, London
This is…weird. It’s Friday and we’re 
heading for a night out in the Millennium 
Dome. The ugly riverside turdcake is  
home to a massive new club, Matter,  
run by the people behind Fabric. And  
it’s a very strange part of town to go  
to for a night out.

glory of old 
Words: David McNamee 
Photography: Oliver Peel

Herman Düne
Duke Of Yorks, Brighton
Is he really singing that? No…it can’t be. No,  
I heard it too! Etcetera.

If Plan B had an adopted band then it 
would almost certainly be Herman Düne, so 
there are no further cases to be made about 
their songwriting greatness. You know and 
love their songs already, and any commentary 
I could add is just meaningless confetti.

What we can talk about is how slayingly 
cool David is looking these days. Strapped  
into a beautiful three-piece grey suit, tiny 
spectacle lenses haloing his huge eyes, 
everything about David-Ivar is sharp lines  
and gentle authority. He looks like a professor. 
Actually, what we say, is he looks like a Jewish 
professor! And giggle approvingly.

And that’s kind of weird, isn’t it? Because 
there’s a minefield of ‘icky racialness’  
around issues of Jewishness that is really still 
unmapped. Non-Jewish white people would 

think nothing of tossing out terms like ‘Jew-
fro’ to remark on the bouffant of a non-Jewish 
white person, in a way that they would never 
dare if the simile crossed a colour-line.

But to a generation of culturally-literate 
young people weaned on the ‘nebbish’ 
character-play of Woody Allen or Jon Ronson, 
or the music of Herman Düne, there’s also 
something tantalisingly exotic about totems 
of Jewishness. There’s even something erotic 
about it, when I’ve seen Brighton hipster girls  
I know coo lovingly over the twirling peyos of 
Chasidic Jews, or remark excitedly over David-
Ivar and his brother, they look so Jewish!

And it’s mostly well-intentioned, if 
generally unthinking, and that’s what bothers 
me so much about me whispering he looks  
like a Jewish professor to my girlfriend –  
who cutely, proudly reminds me of her (very) 
vague (and possibly completely erroneous) 
Jewish roots at every turn – to the point  
where throughout the rest of this excellent 
Herman Düne gig I sit and worry about it and 
think of little else. I remember a scathing 
David Berman interview, where he railed 
against what he interpreted as huge, 

unspoken anti-semitism in Britain (“much 
huger than it is in the States”), and I wonder  
if what he’s detecting is the cool, sometimes 
mocking, accessorising of Jewish identity  
in the indie milieu, where pop cultural clichés 
of Jewishness uncomfortably correlate with 
the affected neuroses and bookish chic of 
schmindie stereotypes. To indie kids, beautiful 
Jewish boys are almost certainly this decade’s 
equivalent of the Nineties’ Asian girlfriend.

But it feels unfair that my own painfully 
leftist neuroses would dominate my thinking 
about a really fun gig, and that I couldn’t  
be more like the woman sat across from us 
who, to the embarrassment of her date, jumps 
out of her seat at the start of every number 
and runs up and down the cinema aisles in 
excitement, or kicks her legs high in the air, 
and swishes her mane of curls from side-to-
side like a little girl dancing at a wedding.

But then, you know that bit in ‘1-2-3/Apple 
Tree’? The sweet, summery refrain of “Do do 
do-do-do doo…”? David-Ivar is singing that 
now, and we’re almost completely certain that 
he’s audaciously replaced it with “Jew Jew 
Jew-Jew-Jew Jeew…”

Beautiful Jewish boys  
are almost certainly this 
decade’s equivalent of the 
Nineties’ Asian girlfriend
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Initial impressions are great: cool, 
hypnotic lighting; an amazing body-
quaking dancefloor; no queues anywhere 
inside; and none of Fabric’s trademark 
aggro/lechy types in sight. As for the 
atmosphere, that’ll probably take a while 
to develop; it’s not quite there yet.

Tonight is curated by James Murphy 
and Pat Mahoney, and there’s full-on 
passionate DISCO playing all night long, 
which is wonderful and rare in a club on 
this scale. Horse Meat Disco stir up a 
passionate frenzy; Optimo ply their cross-
genre wizardry; and there’s a 45-minute 
acid set from The Juan MacLean (with zero 
subtlety, but fun nonetheless). 

Gavin Russom’s the real highlight, 
though. If you’re familiar with his work 
with Delia Gonzales, you’ll know he’s 
capable of truly hypnotic electronics;  
I once saw the duo fool a Spanish  
festival crowd for half an hour into 
believing a beat would drop any  
second (it never did). Tonight, it does;  
his set builds relentlessly for 45 minutes, 
reaching cascading peaks of ecstatic  
acid techno, and conjuring a devotional 
frenzy in the crowd. Finally, Carl Craig’s 
remix of ‘Relevée’ fades in, and its  
almighty bass-drop sets us all vibrating  
like gibbering goons.
Robin Wilks

Vivian Girls/The Pains Of
Being Pure At Heart
Brixton Windmill, London
All the kids are out in force, the tubby 
earnest third-wave riot grrrls and the little 
bastards in their skinnies, all bad teeth  
and cider breath. We’re bitching with our 
hearts in our throats, waiting for the new 
American Hope. And out it comes in force; 
The Pains Of Being Pure At Heart are 
glamorously collegiate and miles from 
ironic, with perfect teeth and hair, lyrics 
that cheerfully parody rage and lust and 
desperation, the warbling of the affluent 
post-post-punk generation. “We will never 
die,” they wail merrily. They probably 

won’t, either, healthy specimens of 
Generation 2.0. At least when the Vivian 
Girls come on, there’s something fragile 
about the guitarist, who looks like 
Marianne Faithfull and sings pigeon-toed 
and bandy-legged about losing love, while 
the red-haired Amazonian bassist stands 
like a sailor and lays down licks to support 
the weight of a dying subculture. The music 
is tough and noisy, but they sing like girls, 
dropping out of range and key beneath the 
sadness of their guitars; it’s not so much  
a wall of sound as a membrane, and they 
are graceful enough to bend before it, all  
of us happy to be there together, hoping.
Jesse Darlin’

down with the clowns 
Words: Kev Kharas 
Photography: Jacob Wrathall

Bang Face
Electrowerkz, London
The fliers that Bang Face issued to  
its loyal motley ahead of their latest  
gathering bore the capitalised challenge  
to ‘BRING ON THE CLOWNS’. Revellers  
were also asked to dress as ‘acrobats,  
jugglers or trained animals’ as the ~ 
neo-rave crew found an excuse for  
celebration in the birth of the first  
modern circus, this day in 1768.

While not doubting the instinctive  
gut-glow conjured by 240th birthday  
parties, it’s hard to forget that more  
recently rave’s had it tough. Forced for a 
couple of years to tolerate the presence  
of bands like New Young Pony Club and 
Hadouken! in its nest like cuckoos in the 
brood, ‘rave’ wandered perilously close  
to ‘shit’ in the fool’s argot, before Klaxons 
declared it dead and glow sticks vanished  
from Koko quicker than your money did.

Banish any residual fear for the future of 
the glow stick industry, though – as Londoner 
Gleek tears through a set of old-school, 
breakneck jungle thousands of them litter  
the Electrowerkz floor like ecstatic larvae,  
the sound of ‘92 as recently recalled by  
Zomby surging through sated bass bins. The 
Shoreditch set’s moved on and the ravers have 
their toys back, with Gleek – the word that 
describes saliva arching through sullen incisors 
and DJ Lewis Green – makes little concession 
to fatigue this early in the evening, clustering 
drum n’ bass pummels disembowelled of their 
cloud-parting breakdowns.

Upstairs Alex Paterson’s compensating, 
shifting vast, valiant synth beams across the 
gathered like tectonic plates, in a manner 
you’d expect from a man of The Orb. Drawing 
wax from the box marked ‘classic techno’, 
Paterson turns walls sweaty, plying ears and 
their water bottles with a euphoria that’s rare, 
elemental and impossible to imagine away 
from clubland PAs. All are engulfed in a thick, 
pale light before Boxcutter arrives onstage.

Two decades younger than Paterson, 
Boxcutter aka Barry Lynn’s Glyphic was hailed 

as one of 2008’s fresher takes on dubstep.  
Trad ideas of Croydon’s dance were always  
too small for that album’s scope, though, and 
tonight Lynn surfs on dubstep’s bonnet with 
FlyLo, Rustie, Silkie and all the rest; adding 
percussive inflections that seem to play  
off each other in tribute to tonight’s headliner.

In the context of what’s gone before Luke 
Vibert’s set is an odd one. Slacker and subtler 
than that which provided earlier mania, 
efforts to sustain the mood come, in the  
main, from Ragga Twins; Flinty Badman  
and Deman Rockers bringing a vocal hype 
that’s been missing most of the evening, 
to a stack of old dubplates Vibert’s dug  
out of the dust.

What breeds ravers? Nick Cave’s famous 
quote has it that ‘When the big bomb goes 
off, all that’s going to survive are Goths and 
cockroaches.’ Without wishing to sabotage 
that happy marriage, I’d bet that half of  
those gathered here, for Bang Face’s 63rd 
party since 2003, will be waking up sore-
headed some hours beyond doomsday,  
their heritage preserved in clutched Fantazia 
tape packs and molten pacifiers.

Sore-headed some 
hours beyond 
doomsday
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MARCH
5 NORWICH UEA 0160 350 8050 / www.livenation.co.uk
6 LONDON SHEPHERDS BUSH EMPIRE 0844 477 2000 / www.ticketweb.co.uk
7 BRIGHTON ST GEORGES CHURCH 0127 360 6312 / www.ticketweb.co.uk
8 MANCHESTER ACADEMY 2 0161 832 1111 / www.gigsandtours.com
10 GATESHEAD THE SAGE 0191 443 4661 / www.thesagegateshead.org
11 EDINBURGH QUEENS HALL 0844 847 2487 / www.pclpresents.com
12 LEEDS METROPOLITAN UNIVERSITY 0113 245 4650 / www.lunatickets.co.uk
13 BIRMINGHAM TOWN HALL 0121 780 3333 / www.thsh.co.uk
15 BRISTOL ACADEMY 0871 310 0000 / www.alt-tickets.co.uk
16 NOTTINGHAM TRENT UNIVERSITY 0871 310 0000 / www.alt-tickets.co.uk

Debut album ‘Peaceful, The World Lays Me Down’ out now.
A Live Nation presentation in association with CAA  www.noahandthewhale.com     www.myspace.com/noahandthewhale
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TICKETS: 0844 576 5483 OR

MAY
21 BRIGHTON DOME

(BRIGHTON FESTIVAL)
0127 370 9709

22 BIRMINGHAM
SYMPHONY HALL
0121 780 3333

24 BRISTOL COLSTON HALL
0117 922 3686

27 LONDON
HAMMERSMITH APOLLO
0844 844 4748

29 GATESHEAD THE SAGE
0191 443 4661

JUNE
4 EDINBURGH PLAYHOUSE

0870 606 3424
BUY ONLINE AT LIVENATION.CO.UK

A LIVE NATION PRESENTATION IN ASSOCIATION WITH CAA AND INTERNATIONAL MUSIC AND ARTS

OUT NOW

February
17 Manchester Deaf Institute 0161 832 1111
19 Bristol Louisiana 0117 929 9008
20 Brighton Audio 0127 360 6906
21 Norwich Arts Centre 0160 366 0352
22 Coventry Tin Angel 0247 655 9958
24 London 93 Ft East 0845 576 5483
25 Sheffield Harley www.wegottickets.om
26 Newcastle The End 0191 232 6536
27 Glasgow King Tuts 0870 169 0100
28 Wakefield Escobar 0192 433 2000

Buy online at www.livenation.co.uk   Credit Cards Tel: 0844 576 5483 (24hrs)
A Live Nation presentation in association with CODA Agency                 www.myspace.com/wildbeasts

& FlashgunsPlus
(London Only)

Tuesday 24 February 
Soho Revue Bar

BUY ONLINE AT  LIVENATION.CO.UK CREDIT CARDS TEL:  0844 576 5483 (24HRS)
New single - ‘Other Too Endless’ Out 23rd Feb    Debut album - ‘Polly Scattergood’ Available 9th March 

www.myspace.com/pollyscattergood
A LIVE NATION PRESENTATION IN ASSOCIATION WITH CAA 

‘EXPECT THE UNEXPECTED’
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PEACHES: EVERY LITTLE DEFECT 
DESERVES RESPECT 10 APRIL

ROYKSOPP 11 APRIL

DAVID BYRNE PRESENTS 
THE SONGS OF DAVID BYRNE 
& BRIAN ENO 12 & 13 APRIL

CONVERSATION PIECE: BRIAN ENO 
AND JON HASSELL 13 APRIL

MOUSE ON MARS SOUNDTRACK 
HERZOG’S FATA MORGANA 17 APRIL

PLAID & SUPANGGAH 18 APRIL

NOISE OF ART FEATURING THE 
JUAN MACLEAN & CHATEAU FLIGHT 
19 APRIL

TOUCH PRESENTS FENNESZ, ROSY 
PARLANE & CM VON HAUSSWOLFF 
21 APRIL

HEINER GOEBBELS: SAMPLER SUITE 
& SONGS OF WARS I HAVE SEEN 
24 APRIL

10-24 APRIL

www.southbankcentre.co.uk
Tickets 0871 663 2500
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ac/dc
You know you want to.
London 02 Arena (April 14, 16), 
Manchester Evening News Arena (21), 
Birmingham LG Arena (23), London 
Wembley Stadium (June 26)

all tomorrow’s parties vs the 
fans part II: the fans strike back
So here’s how it happens: you buy your 
tickets, and then you get a chance to vote  
for who should play. See what they did 
there? Chosen by the festival organisers  
(and for you to go head to head with) so far: 
Spiritualized, Grails, Sleep, Young Marble 
Giants – performing Colossal Youth in  
full – Shearwater, The Cave Singers and 
plantpot dudes Devo. You? You’re wanting 
Beirut, and Flight Of The Conchords. I’m with 
you on the latter.
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp  
(May 8-10) 

all tomorrow’s parties
The second instalment for May, curated  
by The Breeders and so seeing blood old  
(the reformation of Throwing Muses, Shellac, 
Gang Of Four) and new (Holy Fuck, 
Deerhunter, Foals). 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp  
(May 15-17)

animal collective
January’s string of shows all sold out, so this 
gaggle of furries return.
Bristol Trinity Centre (March 22), 
Nottingham Rescue Rooms (23), 
London Forum (24), Leeds TJ’s 
Woodhouse Club (25), Liverpool Static 
Gallery (26), Dublin Tripod (27), Belfast 
Stiff Kitten (28)

bangface weekender
808 State, Renegade Soundwave and Alec 
Empire are a few of the many artists booked 
for the weekend-long rave. 
Camber Sands Holiday Park  
(April 24-26) 

bat for lashes
Cover star Natasha Khan brings her princess’ 
glitter, her madrigals and sorcery, back out 
from the shadows. Will her obsession with 
horses have abated? See for yourself…
Manchester Ritz (April 7), Northumbria 
University (9), Leeds Metropolitan 
University (11), Birmingham Town  
Hall (12), Oxford Regal (13),  
Bristol University (15), Brighton  
Corn Exchange (16), London  
Empire (17)

now booking: tunng 
Interview: Lauren Strain

You’ll be playing a series of dates with 
Tinariwen in March; how did this quite unusual 
pairing come about? Who approached whom?

“We recorded a programme for the Late 
Junction on BBC Radio 3. The producer just put  
us together, really. He was planning a series of 
collaborations, where each band or artist would 
have no time for preparation, just to see what  
came out of it. We were paired with Tinariwen 
unexpectedly; well, they had asked us if we’d  
any idea who we might like to play with, and we 
suggested them as we’d been listening to them  
a lot in our tour van, but we didn’t actually think 
we’d end up with them! So we were really happy.”

That must have been quite intense. Did  
you feel nervous having to improvise with  
a set of strangers? Or was it more exciting  
than nerve-wracking?

“No, it wasn’t nerve-wracking, not at all; I think 
we’re all used to it now, although it was very early 
on a Sunday morning and we were rather too  
sleepy to be doing it! We didn’t really ‘jam’ as such –  
we had worked a little bit on some of each other’s 
pieces. But, of course, everything became a little 
jumbled, and songs blurred into others…so some 
interesting things came out of it. I suppose  
the main obstacle was that none of Tinariwen speak 
English – and our French is tremendously rubbish.  
A lot of it came down to hand signals, indicating 
instruments, timings. But that added to it, really,  
it enhanced it; sometimes it’s harder to create things 
when you do understand each other. You can talk 
too much; you can talk your way into 
misunderstandings, misinterpretations.” 

Will the approach to these live shows  
be similar – will they be improvised, or will  
you have a period of rehearsals before the 
tour begins?

“We’ll be having some rehearsals, yes – you  
do need some structure there, but then again, we 
want to make sure we leave things open-ended 
enough so that if something does grow out of 
something else onstage, then we’re in a position  
to exploit that and follow up anything that  
might arise. Hopefully we should know what  
we’re doing by then!”

Do you feel it’s important to collaborate 
and always put yourself in unexpected 
situations in music? From both a musician’s 
and an audience member’s view, do  
you think it’s necessary to challenge 
listeners – especially when a lot of people  

are used to going to very straightforward  
gigs, where you know the band, and you  
know the structure and what you’re going  
to be hearing…?

“Yes, as an audience member myself, I like to  
be surprised and challenged. I guess it depends  
on you as a musician, though, too; people who are 
inquisitive about that mode of performance will  
be more drawn to stuff like that, both playing  
and seeing it; some people just aren’t interested  
in taking part in that. We had a similar experience 
when we played a series of shows with our friend 
Serafina Steer and Buck65; we all worked together 
in various formats. That really whetted our appetite 
for this kind of thing.” 

I guess you’re in quite an interesting 
position in that you’re both well-known, 
established groups in your own right; so  
you know that you have a ready audience,  
a willing audience, to be challenged in that 
way. There’s the potential there to surprise 
them, to introduce them to something they 
might not otherwise have found.

“Yes; I think that the most interesting thing 
about these gigs will be to see how our two sets  
of audience get along; I hope they do! To explore 
other music, sometimes, you have to be nudged 
away from what you’re used to and towards it;  
if people discover us because they came to see 
Tinariwen, or vice versa, then that can only be  
a good thing.”

One of your main roles in Tunng is sampling; 
what drew you to found sounds and making 
field recordings?

“When I met Mike [Lindsay], we both got into it. 
Mike’s actually in India now with his sound recorder, 
and I can’t wait to hear what kinds of things he’ll 
bring back from there! It’s a bit like a camera, really; 
you always forget to take it out when you come 
across something weird and special, and you wish 
you’d been able to capture it on tape. Sampling, 
though, and that way of collecting sound, just  
sends you off into areas of music that you wouldn’t 
otherwise have experienced, or even come near to. 
The best recordings are the one-offs; they can take 
you back to places, they all have their own set of 
memories attached to them.”
(Phil Winter)

Bexhill De La Warr Pavilion (March 18), Leicester  
De Montfort Hall (19), Manchester Academy (20), 
Edinburgh Picturehouse (21), Liverpool Philharmonic (22), 
Leeds Irish Centre (23), Bath Komedia (25), London  
Koko (26), Reading Town Hall (27), Birmingham Rainbow 
Warehouse (28)

instal 2009
Yearly avant fest returns for 
latest instalment (gerrit?), 
professing to an impressive 
range of out-there sounds and 
freakish collaborations: more 
specifically, Hermann Nitsch, 
Phil Minton with a ‘feral  
choir’ consisting of more  
than 100 members (eek!),  
Toshi Nakamura with Jean Luc 
Guionnet, Joan La Barbara, 
Sachiko M with Otomo 
Yoshihide and Ultra-Red.  
www.arika.org.uk
Glasgow Arika and The Arches 
(March 20-22) 
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the black lips
Scuzzy punk from Atlanta, Georgia fivesome.
London Islington Academy (February 
15), Bristol Fleece’n’Firkin (16), 
Glasgow ABC2 (17), Manchester The 
Deaf Institute (18), Brighton Audio (19)

bloc party
Bloc Party get ’intimate’ at these huge gigs.
London Olympia (April 11, 12) 

crystal antlers
See, crystal antlers just wouldn’t be  
practical, though, would they? There  
you’d be, nosing your way through the  
forest, moosing out some nice vegetation, 
looking all stately on the edges of cliffs,  
then, wham! Smashed expensive stuff 
everywhere (and you’ve no sense of  
balance anymore). Nice thought, though.
Galway Roisin Dubh (February 1), 
Dublin Whelan’s (2), Cork The Whiskey 
(3), London Bloomsbury Bowling Alley 
(5), London Madame Jo Jo’s (10), 
Sheffield The Harley (11),  
Manchester Retro Bar (12) 

crystal stilts
Crystal Castles, Crystal Antlers, and now 
some Stilts…the future of indie looks icy  
and costly, but that’s fashion for you.
Brighton New Hero (February 12), 
London Brixton Windmill (13), Dublin 
Whelan’s (19), Glasgow Captain’s Rest 
(21), Edinburgh Sneaky Pete’s (22), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (24), 
London Barden’s Boudoir (26)

the deer tracks
Swedish two-piece (one boy, one girl)  
bring their frosty electronica (exemplified  
on album Aurora) to London, twice. 
London Old Blue Last (February 22), 
London The Social (23)

dirty projectors/polar bear
An Arts Council-sponsored tour, in which 
new-jazz impresarios Polar Bear make 
friends with Plan B favourites Dirty 
Projectors. More dates soon.
Manchester Mint Lounge (April 1), 
London Scala (9)

emmy the great
Sweet’n’sour Londoner showcases songs 
from recent album First Love.
Exeter Phoenix (February 1), Brighton 
Komedia (2), Clwb Ifor Bach (3), 
Gloucester TBC (5), Bath Chapel Arts 
(6), Reading South Street (7), Norwich 
Arts Centre (9), Colchester Arts Centre 
(10), Nottingham Bodega (11), 
Liverpool Academy 2 (12), Glasgow 
King Tut’s (14), Aberdeen Moshulu (15), 
Edinburgh Cabaret (16), Newcastle  
The Cluny (17), Sheffield Plug (19),  
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (20), Hull 
Adelphi (21), Birmingham Glee Club 
(25), Bristol Fleece’n’Firkin (26), 
London ULU (27) 

experimental 
dental school
You wouldn’t 
volunteer to be a 
patient, would you? 
Even if it was in the 
name of furthering 
man’s knowledge, 
or whatever. No 
way. Anyway, 
they’re a band, not 
real orthodontists, 
so thankfully none 
of us will have to 
consider the offer.
Cardiff Buffalo 
(May 5), London 
The Dome (9), 
Oxford Jericho Tavern (10), Glasgow 
TBC (11), Manchester TBC (12)

fight like apes
Gutsy, snotty wrangling from Ireland’s most 
pissed-off youngsters.
Southampton Joiners (February 18), 
Bath Moles (19), Bristol Louisiana (20), 
Sheffield Leadmill (22), Cardiff  
Barfly (23), Birmingham Barfly (26), 
Hull Adelphi (27), Manchester 
Roadhouse (March 1), Liverpool  
Barfly (2), Glasgow King Tut’s (3),  
Leeds Cockpit (5), York Fibbers (6), 
Nottingham Bodega (8)

franz ferdinand
Scots indie-poppers snicker through skittish  
anthems from Tonight: Franz Ferdinand. 
Birmingham Academy (March 8), 
London Hammersmith Apollo (9) 

frightened rabbit
Those Americans, they love our shy,  
epic indie-folk: these guys have recently  
sold out – that’s right – New York’s Bowery 
Ballroom, and they’re not far behind 
replicating such success on their home turf. . 
Newcastle The Castle Keep (March 27), 
Barrow The Canteen (28), Leicester The 
Musician (29), Birmingham Glee Club 
(30), Glasgow Captain’s Rest (31), 
London Scala (April 15)

gang gang dance
Brooklyn brain-benders perform tracks from 
cross-cultural opus Saint Dymphna.
Manchester Roadhouse (February 25), 
London Dingwalls (26), Bristol 
Fleece’n’Firkin (27), Brighton  
Audio (28)

glissando
Think icy epics and mini-orchestras; think of a 
plaintive violin undercut by a rooty cello and 
ivory keys, and you have Leeds’ Glissando. 
Nottingham Lee Rosy’s (February 1), 
Brighton Freebutt (2), London The 
Macbeth (3), Manchester Retro Bar (4), 
Lancaster Yorkshire House (5), 
Edinburgh Wee Red Bar (6), Glasgow 
Captain’s Rest (7)

the green man festival
No one has been confirmed as part of the 
leafy haven’s line-up just yet, but the early 
bird tickets have all sold out so you’d better 
be at yer buzzers for the next round. 
Wales Glanusk Park (August 21-23)

horse feathers
These peddlars of wistful Ameri-folk hail 
from Portland, Oregon, and their recent 
album, House With No Home, was a beauty.
Canterbury Farmhouse (February 27), 
Cardiff Buffalo Bar (28), London 
Luminaire (March 2), Oxford  
Academy 3 (3), Manchester Dulcimer 
(4), Middlesbrough The Westgarth SC 
(6), Glasgow Captain’s Rest (7)

frida hyvönen
Our publisher-at-large Everett True is 
practically obsessed with this Scandinavian 
lady. See what it’s all about at her upcoming 
show in support of new album Silence Is 
Wild, out now on Jagjaguwar. 
London Bush Hall (February 5)

essie jain
Arguably  
the Leaf  

label’s brightest gem; her orchestration 
scintillates and her words beguile. Her 
second album, The Inbetween, will feature 
heavily in these sets; expect pristine 
sculptures for songs.
Aberdeen The Tunnels (February 8), 
Glasgow Stereo (9), Newcastle The End 
(11), Bristol The Cube (12), London 
Cafe Oto (14)

jean michel jarre
Excuse my slip into internet-speak, would 
you? But, as they say: “OMG!”
London Wembley Arena (May 22), 
Manchester Evening News Arena (23), 
Birmingham NIA (24)

late of the pier
Young hedonists pour scorn ‘pon any other 
electro-indie that might exist with their 
outright mastery of the genre. 
Bath Burdalls Yard (February 3), Exeter 
Phoenix (4), Wolverhampton Civic (5), 
Sheffield Leadmill (7), Glasgow  
Oran Mor (8), Aberdeen Moshulu (9), 
Middlesbrough Empire (11),  
Leeds Metropolitan University (12), 
Derby The Royal (13), Manchester 
Academy 2 (14), Oxford Zodiac (16), 
London Forum (17), Brighton Concorde 
2 (18), Portsmouth Wedgewood  
Rooms (19), Hitchin Remix (21), 
Cambridge Junction (22)

young widows
Plan B recommends Louisville, 
Kentucky’s hard-touring Young 
Widows, who mine a rich seam 
of post-Jesus Lizard noise-rock, 
as collected on their recent 
Temporary Residence release 
Old Wounds.
Brighton The Angel (February 18), 
Manchester Tiger Lounge (19), 
Glasgow Captain’s Rest (20), Leeds 
Cockpit (21), Sheffield Corporation 
(22), Bristol The The Croft (23), 
London Lexington (24) 

primavera 2009
Barcelona’s Spring blow-out is so far boasting  
My Bloody Valentine, Spiritualized, Damien 
Jurado, Gang Gang Dance, Alela Diane, British 
pianist Michael Nyman, Extra Life, Kitty, Daisy And 
Lewis, The Soft Pack, The Vaselines, and – woop! – 
Throwing Muses. www.primaverasound.com
Barcelona Parc Del Forum (May 28-30)

Chrome Hoof/Cluster
The second instalment of yearly event Throwback! (last 
time featuring Salvatore Principato of Liquid Liquid 
colliding head-on with punk-funk Chileans Panico) 
sees Germany’s electronic voyagers Cluster meet the 
be-glittered, bewitching Chrome Hoof, a deranged 
industrial orchestra armed with glam bassoons and 
angry brass and headed by the voodoo queen presence 
of Lola Olafisoye. Spontaneous combustions among 
crowd members will be soundtracked by spectral 
DJing from 20JazzFunkGreats (who else?)
London Rich Mix (Bethnal Green), March 21

kong/factory floor/
universal orders
Plan B presents a night of squalling 
rock’n’roll at London’s Buffalo Bar, 
featuring the Electric Audio-inflected 
clang of rubber-masked Mancunians 
Kong, claustrophobic post-punk from 
Factory Floor, and hexed dissonance 
from Universal Orders. Tickets available 
now on www.wegottickets.com
London Buffalo Bar (February 12)

ice sea dead people/
factory floor
Plan B goes west – not far, just to 
Reading – for a new residency at The 
Oakford, featuring mammalian East 
Anglia noise-makers Ice Sea Dead 
People and jerky, abrasive Londoners 
Factory Floor.
Reading Oakford (February 18)
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magazine
Howard Devoto’s post-punk pioneers  
have reformed for a handful of shows. They 
promise the same line-up as that which 
recorded 1979’s Secondhand Daylight, 
minus the sadly-departed John McGeoch. 
London Forum (February 12, 13), 
Manchester Academy (14, 17) 

max tundra
Ben Jacobs reveals the gadgets and gizmos 
behind his empire of noises.
Cambridge Soul Tree (February 3), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (5), 
Manchester The Deaf Institute (6), 
Bracknell South Hill Park (7)

metallica
Stadium rockers lord new album  
Death Magnetic.
Nottingham Trent FM Arena (February 
25), Manchester Evening News Arena 
(26), Sheffield Arena (28), London O2 
Arena (March 2), Newcastle Metro 
Radio Arena (3), Birmingham LG  
Arena (25), Glasgow SECC (26),  
London O2 Arena (28) 

metronomy
Having rather outgrown their mini-pop roots, 
Metronomy are now a full-blown sensation, 
their Nights Out opus having streaked seams 
of neon across many a clubber’s solar plexus.
London Koko (February 24) 

micachu
With her refined music schooling and her  
ear for grimy mixtapes, lil’ Mica Levi is  
the twinkle in our collective eye right now. 
She and her band The Shapes play music  
at the following times and places.
Bath Burdalls Yard (February 3),  
Exeter Phoenix (4), Wolverhampton 
Civic (5), Sheffield Leadmill (7), 
Glasgow Oran Mor (8), Aberdeen 
Moshulu (9), Middlesbrough  
Empire (11), Leeds Metropolitan 
University (12), Derby The Royal (13), 
Oxford Zodiac (16), London Forum (17), 
Brighton Concorde 2 (18), Portsmouth 
Wedgewood Rooms (20), Hitchin 
Remix (21), Cambridge Junction (22) 

morrissey
Hey, old timer; welcome home, and all that. 
Whose is that baby, huh? 
Liverpool Empire (May 10),  
London Royal Albert Hall (11), 
Birmingham Symphony Hall (13),  
Great Yarmouth Britannia Pier (15), 

do it yourself: 
golden lab records 
Interview: Lauren Strain 
Illustration: David Bailey

What music/art were you into 
when you were younger, and how 
did it go on to inspire Golden Lab?

Nick Mitchell: “I’ve wanted to put 
records out and play music from the 
moment I realised it might be a possibility. 
Sound is the ultimate communication tool 
available to us.

“I was born in Bradford in the 
Seventies and came up on punk. By the 
time I hit my teens, I’d completely missed 
hardcore, post-punk, no-wave and other 
independent forms. I saw Nirvana in 
Bradford in 1991 just after my 16th 
birthday and that was the beginning  
of me getting into Royal Trux, Pavement, 
Sebadoh… bands that sounded real.  
I started a band called Summum Bonum 
and a New Zealander living in London 
called Pete Morgan released a couple  
of our records on his Freek label. He was 
releasing loads of amazing stuff the likes 
of which I’d never heard – Skullflower, 
Supreme Dicks, Richard Youngs, Ramleh, 
Merzbow. We were the crappest thing  
he put out, but I got exposed to stuff that 
was way out beyond anything I’d ever 
heard. The density and intensity of noise 
records was really exciting; I felt like  
I could submerge myself in it.

“When Summum Bonum split, it put 
me out of action. Sold all my records, tried 
to get into stuff I hated. Weird personality 
crisis shit. I moved to Manchester in 1999 
and it took me years to really put down 
roots here. I set Golden Lab up, initially,  
to release my next band I Had An Inkling’s 
seven-inch, ‘Pantone Deference’.”

Fliss Horrocks: “Growing up in 
Manchester, I’d watched my brother’s 
bands at pay-to-play, local showcase 
nights. I remember reading the contract 
his band had to sign to play at one: ‘You 
can’t play again in Manchester for six 
weeks’, and, ‘If you sell over 50 tickets 
you get a four-pack of bottled beer’.  
It seemed OTT. There is an obvious 
demystification of a process when 

something is regarded as ‘DIY’. I was 
involved in Golden Lab’s second gig – 
Wives, later No Age, which was held at  
my friends’ house on Anson Road on the 
edge of the city. The crowd seemed self-
conscious, watching a live band in that 
environment, but this shift away from 
familiarity serves to break down the 
audience/performance boundary.”

What do you love about 
Manchester? What do you dislike 
about it?

Nick: “The venues in Manchester  
are terrible, on the whole, mostly run by  
a crew of old-school money men. The  
only places that have been consistently 
amazing to us are The Klondyke Club in 
Levenshulme, a quaint old snooker and 
bowls club, and the Star And Garter.

“I love the breadth of amazing stuff 
that’s happening. A lot of good bands 
have been around in Manchester the  
last few years, few of which people  
have really noticed: Serfs, Infinite Light, 
Stuckometer, Beach Fuzz, Cryptic Salve, 
Ford Maddox Brown, Puff/POINSSON, 
Axnaar, Head Effort, The Whole  
Voyald, Axis Mundi, Gnod, Lumps,  
Part Wild Horses Mane on Both Sides. 
Dave Jackson from Solar Fire Trio lives 
here and puts on free jazz shows, too.  
We occasionally put on shows in 
conjunction with our friend Barry Dean 
and sometimes with Comfortable On  
A Tightrope. Gentle, democratic and  
sincere people whose attitudes we  
really admire.

“I hate the high cost of living. It’s 
virtually impossible to have a reasonable 
standard of living without selling yourself 
for a wage.”

Fliss: “Islington Mill in Salford is one 
of the best environments to see music;  
it’s my favourite place to put bands on, 
not only because of the space but also 
because of the people who run it.”

How would you describe the 
noise/DIY music community in 
Manchester? Do you feel that  
it’s friendly and welcoming to 
newcomers, or otherwise?

Nick: “I’ve met a lot of really great 
people and only the occasional shit, 

which is the inverse of life outside of that 
bubble in my experience. I don’t think the 
‘scene’ is so close-knit or established  
that it’s able to reject or welcome 
newcomers in a black and white way.”

Fliss: “I guess we’re only aware  
of a small slice of what’s going on in 
Manchester. The notion of a DIY music 
community seems too neat a label.  
There are some people that are probably 
driven by the politics associated with  
DIY but generally, for me, the politics  
are secondary. There isn’t a revolution of 
ethics; bands come through, sometimes 
people show up, sometimes they don’t.”

What’s been your proudest 
moment as a label?

Nick: “The day the master for the 
MV&EE seven-inch landed on our 
doormat and I found a note from Matt 
Valentine inside the CD slip-case that just 
said, ‘Do it!’ I got a natural high, I swear.”

You promote your shows with 
artwork made by yourselves and 
David Bailey; do you feel it’s really 
important for a label/gig night to 
have a particular image; something 
that makes it feel like a group or  
a community to be part of, rather 
than just another gig…? Do you 
feel like you’ve built up your own 
community with Golden Lab; is it 
something to belong to?

Nick: “I first heard of Dave through  
a friend and I fell about laughing at  
his stuff. Lucy Jones’ stuff is incredible 
too; she’s the ‘other half’ of the Mount 
Pleasant duo and completely different to 
Dave. Some of the venues hate the stuff 
we produce because they can’t read it.  
It’s pretty sad that we’re in 2009 and 
people are still moaning about posters 
being too ‘psych’ for their allegedly  
three-second-attention-span audience.  
A poster becomes an important part of 
the event, tied into your memory of it.

“Fliss did a beautiful poster of a 
topless woman once for a Lanterns/Beach 
Fuzz show we put on and MySpace took  
it down because they thought it was 
obscene. It’s only obscene if you take it  
as pornographic, but it was a drawing  
of a woman wearing no top drawn by 
another woman and the only obscenity 
committed was by the person who took  
it down because they couldn’t help 
sexualising it. I don’t know what kind  
of censor’s getting off on an ink drawing 
of a topless woman, but it’s kind of typical  
of people who don’t enter into the  
spirit of the whole thing; the gatekeepers 
and money people who want to sanitise 
everything for the sake of mass appeal.”

What advice would you have for 
anyone thinking of/in the process 
of setting up their own label?

Fliss: “It’s not hard: just watch  
for pressing companies on the cusp  
of liquidation.”

Golden Lab release sonics of all sizes  
from elemental drone to spooked folk, 
with past pressings including David 
Thomas Broughton and MV&EE. They  
also host unique gigs around Manchester. 
Upcoming, they’ve some shows for 
Australian band xNoBBQx this May, while 
Alex Neilson and Greg Kelley’s Passport 
To Satori split LP is out now. For more, see 
www.myspace.com/goldenlabrecords

shred yr face part II:  
the bronx/rolo tomassi/ 
fucked up
Nation-straddling tour back  
for its second outing; last time 
featuring the triple-headed 
monster of No Age, Times New 
Viking and Los Campesinos!, it 
looks like we’re in for a heavier 
physical assault at this second 
reckoning.
Leeds Cockpit (February 26), 
Glasgow Garage (27), Manchester 
Club Academy (28), Cardiff Clwb 
Ifor Bach (March 2), Nottingham 
Rescue Rooms (3), London Electric 
Ballroom (4), Brighton Concorde 
(5), Birmingham Academy (6)
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Cambridge Corn Exchange (16),  
Hull Arena (19), Hartlepool  
Borough Hall (20), Manchester  
Apollo (22, 23), Salisbury City  
Hall (25), London Mile End  
Troxy Ballroom (26), London Brixton 
Academy (28, 30)

nadja
Toronto’s Aidan Baker and Leah Buckareff 
bring doom, but no dearth of beauty.
Cardiff Buffalo (March 20), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (March 21)

napoleon IIIrd
His In Debt To… album was a cacophonous 
rattlebag of lo-fi pop-sparks, and there’s 
another in the pipeline for 2009. Catch  
the curly-haired man-genius supporting  
Wild Beasts in February, Yo Majesty! in 
March (with more dates to be announced).
Manchester The Deaf Institute 
(February 17), Bristol Louisiana (19), 
Brighton Audio (20), Norwich Arts 
Centre (21), Coventry Tin Angel (22), 
London 93 Feet East (23), Sheffield 
Harley (25), Newcastle The End (26), 
Glasgow King Tut’s (27), Wakefield 
Escobar (28), Newcastle The Cluny 
(March 17), Leeds Faversham (18) 

noah and the whale
Ahh, they’re our nation’s new set of  
dandies, all bedecked in blue and yellow 
waistcoats with monocles (singing sprightly, 
chart-bothering folk-pop). Practice your 
moves to ‘Five Years’ Time’ in front of the 
mirror; execute in public, communally.
Norwich UEA (March 5), London 
Shepherd’s Bush Empire (6), Brighton 
St George’s Church (7), Manchester 
Academy 2 (8), Gateshead The Sage 
(10), Edinburgh Queens Hall (11), 
Leeds Metropolitan University (12), 
Birmingham Town Hall (13),  
Bristol Academy (15), Nottingham 
Trent University (16) 

palimpsest festival
A truly spiritual gathering within four holy 
walls that sees Vibracathedral Orchestra 
create unnerving ‘scapes alongside Herb 
Diamante, John Clyde-Evans, Group Doueh 
and one of our ‘Next Wave 2009’ groups of 
choice, Part Wild Horses Mane On Both Sides, 

plus whacked-out DJing from the likes of 
Sublime Frequencie. Tickets available from 
April 3, from www.palimpsest-festival.co.uk
Cambridge All Saints Church (May 30)

charlie parr
He gained some love earlier this issue, and 
he’ll be recruiting more shortly; expected 
withered, true-to-heart folk of olde.
Bristol The Cube (February 26)

parts and labor
Latest album Receivers picked up where 
Mapmaker left off, streaking rainbow-brite 
scorches across the night sky. A slow-burning 
explosion into colour; a real sleeper. 
Dublin Crawdaddy (February 15), 
Glasgow Captain’s Rest (16), 
Manchester Star And Garter (17), 
Sheffield Shakespeare (18), London 
Cargo (19), Brighton Prince Albert (20)

peter, bjorn and john
The trio behind that hit with Victoria 
Bergsman showcase their other work. 
London Scala (March 5), Manchester 
Academy (6), Dublin The  
Button Factory (7)

ponytail
Baltimore funsters bring cuts from Ice  
Cream Spiritual to your hungry ears; like  
the rainbow, squared.
London 100 Club (February 12)

ra ra riot
In their own words, they sound (apparently) 
like “a frothing cauldron of gruel”. Don’t put 
yourself down, kids – you’re like sunshine.
Birmingham Barfly (February 11), 
Glasgow King Tut’s (12), Newcastle 
Academy 2 (14), Manchester Night And 
Day (15), Nottingham Bodega (16), 
London Borderline (17)

jonathan richman
The owner of pop’s greatest hip joints.
London Bush Hall (March 28), Hoxton 
Bar And Grill (29), London Dingwalls 
(30), London Borderline (31)

roots manuva
The godfather of slime. 
London Koko (February 19)

school of seven bells
Ghostly girls enchant
Dublin Whelan’s (February 23), 
Glasgow Captain’s Rest (24), Leeds 
Cockpit (25), London Cargo (26), 

Manchester Night And Day (27),  
Bristol Start The Bus (28), Brighton 
Audio (March 1)

simian mobile disco
I heard ‘We Are Your Friends’ on the radio  
for the first time in weeks the other day,  
and, while it became wearing during  
its initial outbreak, this time it made  
me experience a lil’ lump in my  
throat, remembering times when we  
all behaved a great deal less better  
than we do now. Must be getting old…
London Koko (February 12) 

shooting spires
Brooklyn posse tackle “the sweet embrace  
of agoraphobia and insomnia”, so they say. 
London Madame Jo Jo’s (March 3), 
Manchester Retro Bar (4) 

sons of noel and adrian
Earthy group folk from up and coming 
collective whose debut album more than 
marginally impressed your scribe here.
London The Wilmington Arms  
(April 23), Manchester TBC (24), 
Glasgow The Classic Grand (25), 
Newcastle The End (26), Cardiff  
Buffalo Bar (27), Bristol The  
Mother’s Ruin (28), Falmouth Miss 
Peapod’s (29), Winchester The  
Railway (30), Canterbury Orange 
Street Music Club (May 1),  
Brighton Pavilion Theatre (2)

tanya tagaq
In a rare European performance for  
excellent promoters QuJunktions, the Inuq 
throat-singer will perform with full band. 
She’s collaborated with Björk and the Kronos 
Quartet, and her wild, volatile version  
of Katajjaq increasingly gathers  
wide acclaim. It’s about recreating the 
sounds of the land, of the earth’s  
internal realm; it’s about closing your  
eyes and listening without effort. 
Bristol The Cube Cinema (February 12)

tricky
Hip-hop gender bender continues to read 
from his Knowle West Boy script. Take some 
heavy-duty clothing and a serious attitude.
Manchester Club Academy (February 
18), London SBE (20)

vetiver
Philadelphian folkers return to spread  
their fervent gospel and heal your  
heart’s ailments with previews of upcoming 
album Tight Knit. 
Manchester Dulcimer (February 25), 
Glasgow Stereo (26), London Cecil 
Sharp House (28)

vivian girls
“Glorious, clattering pop”, wrote  
Everett True in Plan B #41 of this hotly  
tipped all-female three piece; except  
they’ve got bucketloads of abrasion  
and tar and ruffed-up, coughed-up  
throats in there, too. They’re not to  
be messed with; and they’re blazing  
trails of corroded tunes across our  
capital asap. 
London Proud Galleries  
(February 14), London  
Islington Academy (15)

wavves
Upset The Rhythm’s prodigal son takes  
no prisoners with his harsh noise-pop  
(and his name is beginning to confound 
journalists and proofreaders the  
world over…he even has the cheek to  
spell his album Wavvves, the infuriating 
tyke). Supporting Deerhunter at  
London’s Scala and Crystal Antlers  
at Barden’s Boudoir, it looks like this  
scamp is a rising star. 
Belfast Lavery’s Bunker (February 10), 
Dublin Whelan’s (11), London Barden’s 
Boudoir (26), Nottingham The 
Chameleon (27), Glasgow 
Nice’n’Sleazy (March 1), Manchester 
Saki Bar (2), London Scala (3),  
Cardiff Buffalo Bar (4), Brighton The  
Prince Albert (5)

women
”Mayfly pop songs circle long, dark  
drones, lyrics are fragmented and inaudible, 
melodies half-obscured under ambient 
foliage,”wrote Andrzej Lukowski of  
Women’s spectral debut LP in Plan B #40.  
After a brief foray to these shores with  
friend/producer Chad VanGaalen late  
last year, these Jagjaguwar darlings  
return for more UK shows, including  
a Plan B show at Reading’s Oakford  
on the 18th. 
Birmingham Hare And Hounds 
(February 13), Glasgow Captain’s  
Rest (14), Leeds Brudenell Social  
Club (15), Manchester Night  
And Day (16), London Madame  
Jo Jo’s (17), Reading Oakford (18), 
London Scala (March 3)

woodpigeon
Unassuming tree-dwelling cousins  
of the common London grey (y’know,  
the ones that carry rabies). Don’t be 
enamoured enough to chuck bread at  
them, though, ‘cause your life will soon  
look like a Hitchcock disaster. When they 
open their beaks to chirrup, pretty folk  
music comes out – isn’t that awesome? 
London ICA (February 25)

bloc 2009
So surely there’s no time for 
anyone to actually go and  
have a family holiday at  
Butlins anymore. Festivals  
have taken up residency; and 
this one’s aimed precisely at  
the insomniacs among you, 
with a line up featuring Skream, 
Benga, Lee ‘Scratch’ Perry, 
Ulrich Schnauss, Metro Area, 
Carl Craig, Future Sound Of 
London, our favourite cat Jamie 
Lidell, creature of the night 
Arabian Prince, Green Velvet 
and, oh, so much more. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(March 13-15) 

flower-corsano duo
Ever-prolific old time friends Mick Flower and improv drum maestro 
Chris Corsano head out into the open once more to showcase their 
latest collaborations. Flower will be manning the shaahi baaja –  
the Japanese banjo – to accompany Corsano’s deployment of 
scattering, kinetic percussion. Notably, the Ipswich date also features 
Action Beat; and Chris Corsano will also be playing a handful of  
solo dates.
Newcastle Cumberland Arms (February 15), Leeds Brudenell Social Club (16), 
Cambridge Portland Arms (17), Brighton Frebutt (18), Bristol Arnolfini (19), 
London Barden’s Boudoir (20), Ipswich Village Hall (21)
Chris Corsano solo: 
Birmingham Hare And Hounds (February 22), Manchester Islington Mill (23), 
Coventry Tin Angel (24), Cheltenham Slak (25) 

antony and the johnsons
This is Antony Hegarty’s first full 
tour of the UK since 2005 (minus 
his pre-Christmas shows with 
the LSO at the Barbican last 
year), and it promises to yield 
dark powers: new album, The 
Crying Light, is a jet and opal 
opus; “The embodiment of 
nature is perpetual,” wrote 
Petra Davis in Plan B #40,  
“the barrier between the s 
elf and the world is dismantled. 
Limbs become water, leaves 
become eyes, sunlight becomes 
crystalline”.
Brighton Dome (May 21), 
Birmingham Symphony Hall (22), 
Bristol Colston Hall (23), London 
Hammersmith Apollo (27), 
Gateshead The Sage (29),  
Belfast Waterfront (June 1), 
Edinburgh Playhouse (4)
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that’s how people grow up 
Words: Dickon Edwards 
Illustration: Elliott Elam

Morrissey
Years Of Refusal (Polydor/Decca)
Warning: this review contains hot boy-on- 
boy action. 

Morrissey does have this curious effect  
on boy writers, you see. Call it homoerotic,  
call it latent uranist, call it male bonding (and male 
repelling), but even now, especially now, there’s 
 just something about Steven Patrick. Something 
that makes boys who write about music come  
over all unnecessary, whether to adore or accuse. 

Because above all else, and if nothing else, 
Morrissey is all Boy. On top of which, he is  
ALL boys. He is – and he attracts – the full range  
of maleness. The butchest boy and the feyest boy. 
The pouting, hateful boy and the all-too-loving  
boy. The aloof boy who couldn’t care less and  
the insecure boy who would walk over their  
best friend just to look more important. The cool 
Peter Pan boy who’s not too old to rock, and  
the ageing boy who should just grow up and  
stop hanging around those half his age. And then 
there’s the boy who refuses to say the very words 
you long for, and the boy who won’t shut up about  
the things that don’t matter.

I’ve noticed that Morrissey is not just all  
these sides of Boy, but that he also brings  
out these sides in male writers. There are so  
many unlooked-for books and articles on The 
Smiths and Moz solo, and so few of them are  
by girls. Yet he has plenty of female fans – his 
concerts have a visible 50/50 gender split, while  
the likes of JK Rowling and Chloë Sevigny have 
declared their love. It’s so curious – and so telling. 

Girls manage to love or hate Moz without 
getting quite so silly about it. It’s the boys who  
feel the need to ejaculate their Moz-passion in  
print, or over message boards, or in blog comment 
boxes. Moz engenders in them a kind of writer’s 
blue balls, where they resort to spilling their  
essence in words. It’s music writing as an 
unconscious alternative to a denied fuck –  
or a denied rape.

So they push past All Girls to make their  
Moz mark, whether as puppy-like would-be l 
overs, or vindictive spurned boyfriends, or – as  
is increasingly the case these days – wistful old  
flames of expanding collar size. And they insist  
on praising Morrissey beyond measure, or tearing 
him apart with importance-seeking zeal, and  
it’s always as if they just can’t help themselves. 
Morrissey’s influence on music is undisputed.  
Less trumpeted is his effect on men.

Does the new album change anything?  
Of course not. It’s pretty much business as usual,  
at turns frustrating and comforting. Morrissey is  
still the same old Morrissey. More than ever before,  
if anything. His singing is richer than ever, the one-
note warbling of early Smiths now polished to a 
heartfelt croon. He still does that funny yodelling 
thing towards the end of songs; he just does it in  
the right key these days. Which is what you want 

and yet don’t want, revealing more about the 
listener than the artist.

Twenty-six years and nine solo albums on,  
his verbal wit and archness stays sharp. As a title,  
Years Of Refusal would have Dorothy Parker 
gnashing in jealous umbrage. And as for classic  
Moz naughtiness, I still haven’t recovered from the 
early appearance of the line, “The motion of taxis 
excites me/Will you peel it back and bite me?”

But some unchanged elements niggle for  
some of us. As for much of his solo life, the  
Boy is often backed by a muddy sheen of drab,  
college-radio chugging guitars and irksomely  
over-produced sloshing drums. There are at  
least two great pop songs here – ‘Sorry Doesn’t 
Help’ and ‘Something Is Squeezing My Skull’,  
in which Moz hits the medicine cabinet by way of  
a sequel to ‘Interesting Drug’ – but the unyielding, 
well, rock-ness of the mix never quite allows the 
melodies to breathe.

Thankfully, the album takes more scenic  
and unfamiliar routes elsewhere. There’s the 
refreshingly airy and triumphant singalong of  
‘I’m Throwing My Arms Around Paris’, the Boy’s  
best single since ‘The More You Ignore Me’.  
There’s the unexpected mariachi brass and jubilant 

whistles of ‘When Last I Spoke To Carol’. And there’s 
the windswept and woozy Twin Peaks shimmer  
of ‘You Were Good In Your Time’. Best of all is  
‘It’s Not Your Birthday Anymore’, which pulls out  
all the Arcade Fire-style stops in its electrifying 
dynamics and soaring falsettos, its brooding verses 
exploding into joyous choruses. Far and away the 
album’s zenith, the song’s a veritable tour-de-Moz.

Finally, though, it’s the Boy’s own words that got 
him where he is today and write the album’s own 
review. From ‘All You Need Is Me’ comes a neat 
summation of The Morrissey Factor: “You don’t like 
me but you love me/Either way, you’re wrong/And 
you’re gonna miss me when I’m gone.”

Wistful old flames 
of expanding 
collar size
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Action Beat
The Noise Band From Bletchley
(Truth Cult) 
You say noise, I say climax. For those of us 
who’ve yet to get a handle on the concept  
of a ‘riff’, the Bletchley boys bare their chests 
and flail away ‘til the message is hammered 
home. The 3,456 paid-up members of Action 
Beat are feral; they hit drums, brass, guitars 
and a few tired voice boxes and the effect  
is somewhere between the jollity of  
three-chord rock and having your ears 
surgically enhanced by a hot poker.  
They’ve achieved the impossible and 
matched the intensity, animation and good 
humour of their live shows on this tiny,  
shiny disc. Simplicity is layered with volume. 

It’s a simple noise sandwich and it is  
fucking delicious.
Hayley Avron

Dan Auerbach
Keep It Hid (V2)
This was my introduction to Dan’s ancient 
growl, having never got into The Black Keys, 
the dude’s main squeeze. Still, I suspected  
a blues blizzard, and Keep it Hid confirmed 
my sneaky suspicions. Dude’s morning-after 
voice sounds invariably on the verge of 
vomiting, as if Dan is a regular victim of 
rotten food, lousy coffee and mickey-slipping 
women. He lacks the smoothness of, say,  
a Billy Ocean, which is typical of guys 
operating in this genre. Particularly the  

white ones, those who embrace analogies 
beloved by white trash rockers like the  
one in ‘I Want Some More’, a song where 
Auerbach compares a ladies’ private parts  
to a candy store. We’re left with a bunch of 
half-cocked lyrical goofs rubbing up against 
poetic heartbreaks. 
Shane Moritz

Deadwood
Ramblack (Cold Spring)
Sweden’s Deadwood is a practitioner of 
black ambient, a genre that sits aesthetically 
somewhere between the Occultist battery  
of black metal and the more structure-free 
amorphousness of noise but reconciles both 
by slowing down to a decrepit crawl,  

a deeply unpleasant miasma of sound. The 
result is not unlike Sunn O)))’s Black One,  
the guitars replaced by a discordant wash  
of synth, samples and distortion – an 
impression heightened by the presence of 
Maniac, former vocalist of Norwegian black 
metallers Mayhem, whose exhortations to 
“fear the light” adorn ‘Forakt’. This music’s 
status as ‘ambient’ raises all sorts of 
questions about where a record like this  
fits in Eno’s original, utilitarian meaning of 
the term: what’s this, Music For Abbatoirs?  
Still, as much as one can advocate 
experiencing a frisson of dread, Deadwood  
is recommended for open-minded 
metalheads and bleak freaks alike.
Louis Pattison

lost in translation 
Words: Jesse Darlin’ 
Illustration: Katey Jean Harvey

Beirut 
March of The Zapotec/Realpeople: Holland 
(Pompeii) 
There’s this Dutch band you probably won’t have 
heard of, but I recommend you check them out. 
This band is De Kift, a sprawling, organic collective 
of virtuoso musicians and art-punks who’ve been 
layering horns with insistent drums, plaintive 
strings and big call-and-answer vocal parts since 
before Zachary Condon was born. De Kift did 
everything from opera to reggae-pop, so for  
these purposes I’ll refer to one particular  
album: Vlaskoorts. It’s a series of poems  
delivered in (colloquial) Dutch and arranged  
in strange syncopated melodies to a percussive 
horn section: imagine Baudelaire’s “My sad  
heart slobbers at the poop” roared joyfully over 
experimental trumpets in a Scouse or Glaswegian 
dialect. There is something convincing and jubilant 
about the localised interpretation of the texts; 
swollen, triumphant, melancholic, it’s beyond 
cultural specificity. 

Zach Condon releases the second part of his 
album under the moniker Realpeople: it’s called 
Holland (from Oaxaca to the Netherlands? A big 
leap). Despite the lush harmonies and mildly risqué 
titles, it’s made of gloopy, flat electro and is about 
as far from Vlaskoorts as it’s possible to get.

March Of The Zapotec, contrarily, sounds like 
Vlaskoorts in many ways, except that the shouty 
Dutch is replaced by nasal indie vocals singing in 
AmeriEnglish. It’s pleasant. But there’s something 
troublesome about Zach Condon – boy wonder, 

ethno-musicologist, champion of underdog world 
music – jetting into Oaxaca to order a bunch of 
funeral players into line (with the help of a 
translator versed in English, Spanish and Zapotec). 
De Kift achieved a similar sound from a small town 
in the Netherlands, with no discernible carbon 
footprint. The authenticity market – demographic 
Starbucks fairtrade – has an aspect of cultural 
imperialism to it (Time magazine’s colonial 
photographs of savages in their natural  

habitat, published as anthropological curiosities). 
I’m not suggesting Zach Condon is a cultural 
imperialist; simply that he’s a very accomplished 
songwriter and producer in the vein of Neutral  
Milk Hotel’s Jeff Mangum (with the difference  
that Mangum was observing, rather than flying  
in, the aeroplane over the sea), and not, as hype 
would suggest, a Ry-Cooderish curator of unsung 
‘world’ music. 

When Beirut feature The Sound Of Oaxaca,  
it will be the young maestro – Joe Meek-y,  
Phil Spectorish, perfecting his indie-ethnic  
fusion – who enjoys the acclaim. And Condon 
deserves acclaim for his vision; there is something 
cerebral about his music, tapping open veins of 
inspiration and then moving swiftly on to the next 
fascinating rhythm with no conscience or sense  
of loyalty. But, stripped of the dark heart of Europe 
(the Balkans of Gulag Orkestar; old France on  
The Flying Club Cup) and the belly-deep horns of 
the Zapotec, Condon’s music loses passion. The 
American abroad absorbs only a superficial sense 
of the culture and history, takes photographs, 
makes a sample, records an album, and makes  
like he discovered the place. It’s a nice listen. But  
I’d rather be in Mexico. Or Holland. 

No conscience or 
sense of loyalty
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When I hear Fennesz, I think of holiday 
programmes. This isn’t in any way surprising. 
Crafted from guitar, pedals and laptop, the Austrian 
producer’s last two solo albums, 2001’s Endless 
Summer and 2004’s Venice, each suggested places 
you thought you might one day visit through a 
gradual unfolding, then unravelling, of sonic idylls: 
plucked guitar melodies were frames into which 
your own mental snap of a perfect sunset or 
peaceful harbour could be projected. For some,  
this is perfect pop, Brian Wilson’s music of the 
spheres reborn. For me, it’s like trying to distil the 
essence of a beach into deserted golden sand and 
sparkling ocean, only to realise that you’d prefer  
a towel, sandwiches and someone to share it with. 

So although Fennesz’s latest, Black Sea, still 
offers the kind of meticulously deadpan mini-riffs 
that make me itch to either throw grease at  
his tuning pegs or clobber him ‘round the ears  
with a James Blackshaw CD, at least, like in Jon 
Wozencroft’s bleakly enchanting cover photo, there 
are clouds on the horizon and grit underfoot to 
disrupt the empty beauty. A brief glimpse of seagulls 
in the title track is soon scoured away by a glassy, 
churning gravel-bank of effects, while the four-note 
melody on ‘The Colour Of Three’ seems to slide on 
unsteady footing before its retreat leaves a salty 
crust over battered, impure chimes. Tellingly, it’s 
‘Glide’, a live duet with Rosy Parlane – albeit one 
with added studio tweaking – that harnesses  

the most elemental 
power, slowly 
ripping itself  
apart like roaring 
icebergs wrestling  
to the death.

Fennesz’s looser 
side also comes 
through on Town 
Down, a recording 
of trumpeter Franz 
Hautzinger’s shifting 
Regenorchester, 
here as 

Regenorchester XII (captured live in 2006 but 
channelling the heady jazz-rock of one of Miles 
Davis’ Seventies excursions). After the subtle grey 

tones of Black Sea, this is like being washed up;  
like stumbling into a city centre full of life and  
colour and messiness. With a backing band that  
sets Fennesz alongside Otomo Yoshihide, Dutch 
punk Luc Ex and The Necks’ percussionist Tony  
Buck, Hautzinger’s quarter tone trumpet doesn’t 
dominate; instead, it darts over the top of 
proceedings, picking out highlights from the 
swirling, splurting goings-on below. 

Cut open the heads of Christian Fennesz and 
Düsseldorf’s Volker Bertelmann, aka Hauschka, and 
you’d probably find similar twinkling constellations 
of neurons devoted to minimalism, prettiness and 
the shameless tugging of listeners’ nostalgia-strings. 
Hauschka’s a more kinetic fellow, however, chasing 
melodies across the keys of his prepared piano or 
circling nervously around a cluster of notes like a 

silent film accompanist trying to buy more time  
for the hero to untie his sweetheart from the  
tracks. Following closely on the tail of last year’s 
excellent Ferndorf, the mini album Snowflakes  
And Carwrecks features seven further tracks  
from those sessions that present a more troubled 
flipside to that record’s fond, if poignant, postcards 
from Bertelmann’s rural childhood. From opener 
‘Ginsterweg’ to the chilled droplets of ‘Eisblume’ 
and the hearty cello of ‘Tanz’, these wheeling, 
surging vignettes spring off the scrapbook page 
with increased vigour.

Gareth S Brown’s The Gallows may have  
been out for a few months already, but what’s mere 
linear time to a man who gives the impression of 
having accidentally gone to bed with Philip Glass’ 
Music In Contrary Motion left on repeat? Since he 
helped shape Hood’s last set of chill songscapes,  
in recent years Leeds-based Brown has pummelled 
audiences with drill’n’bass in the guise of Royal 
Librarian and performed gothic music-box ditties  
in the company of a misanthropic monkey puppet 
as The Unpleasants. Backed up by Royal College  
O’ Surgeons, a bonus disc of tracks from here  
and 2007’s Iron Henry, The Gallows finds  
Brown in a more fully realised world of eerie 
chamber-electronica. He’s not afraid to go for the 
big filmic tunes, either, knowing full well that the 
epic can overwhelm and oppress as well as comfort.

There’s just room to bid farewell to one man’s 
musical micro-empire with Recordiau High Safon 
Quality Uchel Recordings, the fiftieth and last 
release from Geraint Ffrancon’s label, High Quality 
Recordings. Most of the artists here are Ffrancon 
himself in different guises or with collaborators, 
from Stabmaster Vinyl’s massacre-in-a-toybox 
breakcore to Seindorff (Ffrancon and William 
Cnicht)’s marginally better-behaved laptop antics, 
the dissolving Satie-style piano of Blodyn Tatws  
and the anonymous remixer of Alan Stivell’s folk-
hippy twiddlings on Re-renaissance Of The Celtic 
Harp. Oddly, the cover’s lovely photos of mountains 
line up almost exactly next to Black Sea; I know 
which landscape would be most fun to explore.

winter geographies 
Words: Abi Bliss 
Illustration: Overture

Soundtracked by frosty curiosities, 
we tour new landscapes of psyches and staves

Fennesz: Black Sea (Touch)
Regenorchester XII: Town Down (Red Note)
Hauschka: Snowflakes And Carwrecks (130701/FatCat)
Gareth S Brown: The Gallows/Royal College O’ Surgeons (Misplaced Music)
Various: Recordiau High Safon Quality Uchel Recordings (High Quality Recordings) 

Coated with the 
patina of memory
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Alela Diane
To Be Still (Rough Trade) 
Every twang and drift of Alela Diane’s music 
is about simplification. She needs nothing 
but the skills she was born with. To Be Still 
has found room for the drums and strings 
that were absent on 2007’s studio debut  
The Pirate’s Gospel. Moving from hand-sewn 

self-releases to Rough Trade in three years 
can do that to a girl. Born and raised in 
Nevada City, California, her stories are of 
lives lived outside neon lights and modern 
corruptions: “I’ve known mornings, white as 
diamonds/Silent from a night so cold/Such a 
stillness, calm as the owl glides/Our lives are 
buried in snow.” A more honest craftswoman 

you won’t find. No bullshit. At least, that’s 
what I like to think.
Tom Howard

The Drones
Havilah (ATP)
The Drones’ reputation for producing 
classically Australian rock’n’roll art mayhem 

was never undeserved, but a more telling 
home country forebear for the group these 
days might well be the shadowy work of  
The Triffids (though Gareth Liddiard’s higher 
pitched vocals and lyrical extremities would 
probably have caused David McComb to 
gulp frenetically). On Havilah, The Drones 
more openly embrace a romantically 

after the fall 
Words: David McNamee 
Illustration: Nao

Klaus Nomi
Za Bakdaz (Heliocentric)
‘Glossolalia’ is a beautiful-tasting word.  
It reverberates around your head like a psychic 
Echoplex. The word represents, essentially,  
the refraction of language.

The language of love for the snake handlers  
of the Appalachians, glossolalia – ‘speaking  
in tongues’ – is also an intrinsic component of pop 
music. While it’s not referenced much, this kind of 
automatic writing is used by most pop songwriters 
to track pre-lyric melodies over instrumentals.  
You can hear it in the internet-leaked demos of 
everyone from The Beach Boys to Robyn, and  
it’s beautiful, the closest you can get to a pure 
music of the mind without the sappy new age-ism 
of the ‘made-up’ languages of Cocteau Twins  
and Sigur Rós.

Here, glossolalia is the secret weapon  
that allows Klaus Nomi to traverse space  
and time, cheat death. Ostensibly the German 
opera-popper’s ‘lost opera’, Za Bakdaz is really  
a shoebox collection of unfinished musical 
sketches, devised for Nomi by early collaborators 
Page Wood and George Elliott between 1979  
and 1983, and a cosmic tangle of in-jokes. The  
two tinker posthumously with the cryogenically 
preserved head of their AIDS-slain friend that  
Page discovered in the tapes under his bed  
until backwards-masked vocal phrases form  
the basis of a whole new mythology.

But this isn’t pop necrophilia, à la the Beatles’ 
‘Free As A Bird’; Za Bakdaz is part B-movie, part 
love letter, part time machine. When the man 
himself spectrally manifests, three tracks in,  
it shoots starburst tingles up your spine.

Degraded on cassette tape, his voice  
sounds vaporised, far away, as if he’s dialling  
in his vocal from behind a forcefield of nebula, 
which he is. As if he’s singing through time.  
His countertenor is superhuman. Page  
and George’s music shuffles around him  
like a puzzle. Painstakingly micro-edited from 
sprawling half-ideas into structure, they resisted 
adding any new elements, but, as George has it,  
in the ”Jules Verne-meets-Harry Partch-meets 

Frankenstein” invention of the Nomellotron –  
an old experiment where Page recorded his  
friend singing each of the 12 notes of the scale 
individually, now made useful through modern 
technology – Nomi’s unearthly, space-faring  
wail crystallises into brand new melodies or  
streaks comet-trail harmonies across his original 
eardrum-scratching vocal improvisations. The  
only decipherable phrase in these cryptic clusters  
of tones is, fatally, “I haven’t got the answer, I think 
I die of cancer.”

But is Za Bakdaz any good? Yes, I think so,  
I really love it. It goes some way to repairing the 
myth of Nomi that Andrew Horn’s The Nomi Song 

documentary partially unthreaded, alternately  
(if not inaccurately) giving the impression of Klaus 
Sperber either as excruciating, ageing wannabe 
New York hipster or ruthless, fame-hungry 
careerist. Za Bakdaz recasts Nomi as pure fiction,  
a non-human entity, something improbable.  
In that sense it’s more ‘Nomi’ than either of  
the novelty-ish new wave albums he recorded  
for RCA, which, although arch and unusual,  
sound flat and sterile by comparison, rendered  
in the cold hands of unloving session musicians.  
Za Bakdaz is made out of love, and space; its 
circular swirl of bedroom studio-sound cosies up  
to and curls protectively ‘round lonely Nomi as he 
spins in the void.

It’s not an easy listen – its textures are almost 
Radiophonic, but on a hokey, Ed Wood-level of 
resourceful amateurism. It shouldn’t be listened to 
either as a new Klaus Nomi album or as a salvaged 
lost classic (it’s not fucking Smile). Its creators are 
savvy to present Za Bakdaz intentionally as a puzzle 
and not as an album at all, but something you have 
to work out for yourself.

But mainly I love this field recording from  
he future because the sounds feel like they’re 
coalescing at exactly the same time that  
they’re thought of. In his intuitive, unthinking 
glossolamangling of nonsense-German, 
UnEnglish, pseudoFrench and Italian Opera,  
Nomi reels out a telephone wire direct to  
his sighing, soaring, indestructible soul. Like  
in the indecipherable demon-babble of death 
metal and dancehall, it’s the sound of the spirit 
trying to escape via voice, to mineralise into  
music, into pure, wordless tones.

Pure fiction,  
a non-human entity, 
something improbable
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sweeping but still sorrowing sound than 
before. The sense that this group happily lives 
in the 21st Century rather than the 20th can 
easily be heard: ‘Cold And Sober’, with its 
chop-up opening arrangement, alongside 
the moody breakdowns of ‘The Drifting 
Housewife’ and ‘Luck In Odd Numbers’, 
showcases a new kind of unsettled blues 
with a tangible sense of unease; as any 
album that boasts the lyric “People are  
a waste of food” should possess.
Ned Raggett

Eddy Current Suppression Ring
Primary Colours (Goner)
Named for an obscure doohickey that 
powered the machinery at the pressing 

factory where they all work, Melbourne’s 
Eddy Current Suppression Ring play  
broken but perfect pop with winningly  
crude precision, their sun-baked garage  
din locating a street-walking cheetah  
groove that surges with the thrill of The 
Modern Lovers at their most brash,  
the Velvets in their perverse-Beat-groop 
prime, the violent electric drone of  
The Saints. 

It’s not just the songs – bare  
but crafted, tying melodies in perfect  
knots – but the way they play: slightly  
lazy, with singer Brendan Suppression 
caterwauling about the tune (and ensnaring 
you with his wayward gait), guitarist  
Eddy Current hitting every note and  

every bent string at just the right moment,  
all with a confidence in their peculiar kilter 
that’s hypnotic. Paranoid bubblegum, 
hoodlum thrash and chiming suss is their 
style, and it suits ‘em just right.
Stevie Chick

Elegi 
Varde (Miasmah) 
The second instalment of Tommy Jansen’s 
triptych dedicated to uncharted exploration 
and imperilled voyage is every bit as 
harrowing and desolate as its predecessor, 
Sistereis. From the title track, which strikes 
the listener as somewhat akin to a forlorn 
disintegration of Górecki’s Symphony No 3, 
to the wind-stricken howls, creaks and 

disembodied voices that permeate ‘Den 
Store Hvite Stillet’, the conveyance of  
nature at its most hostile and unforgiving  
is paramount. 

Varde – the name refers to the 
Norwegian word for a pile of stones,  
used as a monument or marker by 
adventurers – is an attempt by its creator  
to capture not only the powers of the 
elements and the inhospitable terrains of  
the polar landscapes but also the hopes  
and fears of those who attempt to conquer 
them. In this respect,Varde is an unmitigated 
success, one every bit as poignant and 
elegiac as Gavin Bryars’ The Sinking Of The 
Titanic, to which it can easily be compared. 
Spencer Grady

of living and dying 
Words: Noel Gardner 
Illustration: Duncan Barrett

Marissa Nadler
Little Hells (Kemado)
Big Important Record Label Guys have feelings  
too, y’know, and it’s entirely possible that one  
from Kemado – an NYC crypto-indie part owned  
by Disney – was so flummoxed upon first hearing 
The Voice Of Marissa Nadler that adoration  
and commercial potential coagulated into one 
inside his lizard brain. Either way, it means that 
Marissa, responsible for three previous LPs of 
wondrous, gothic underground folk, is no longer 
tied to CD-R and basement-show culture. This  
has resulted in her accruing backing musicians 
from outside her circle of friends: on Little Hells, 
drums, where present, are struck by Blonde 
Redhead’s Simone Pace, and keyboard parts  
come from Dave Scher – a Beachwood Sparks  
cog and part-time musician with Interpol, Elvis  
Costello and Jenny Lewis. The man behind the 
desk is NYC producer Chris Coady, who, second in 
command to Dave Sitek, oversaw the most recent 
TV On The Radio album.

All of which suggests that Marissa wishes  
to step away from the values that have 
characterised her work of the past five years or  
so, work that’s been produced with reverent care 
and attention but is pointedly minimal. All the 
same, this doesn’t manifest itself greatly in Little 
Hells’ opening brace of tracks: ‘Heart Paper Lover’ 
and ‘Rosary’ distinguish themselves from Marissa’s 
previous ventures only by a fuller wash of 
instrumentation; they’re still ultimately concerned 
with allowing The Voice to remain seated upfront.

‘Mary Come Alive’ is a sort of hybrid of big 

haired Eighties pop, Radiophonic Workshop-style 
synth shudder and the blankly creeped out spin 
that Broadcast put on the aforementioned. ‘Loner’ 
creates capital using much the same trickery: a 
tempo suggestive of Eastern European folk is 
married to a circus-y organ that’s enveloped in  
fuzz until it sounds like it’s coming from inside  
a tornado. ‘Brittle, Crushed And Torn’ is the 
highlight, and would have been on any of  
her previous three albums; beginning with  
Takoma-trademarked echoey fingerpicking, this 

serves as the foundation for a lyric ruminating on 
love’s ping-pong emotions, presently giving way to 
a one-soloist chorus of “oooh”s. While, on the one 
hand, she’s moving away from the fundamentals 
of folk, on the other her aptitude for the form 
seems to have increased since her last album, 
2007’s Songs III: Bird On The Water, and there’s a 
deft technicality to many of the guitar parts herein.

No one involved with the album’s creation  
will thank me for this, but the record ends up 
asking of you a slightly prickly question: are you 
only in it for The Voice? Would you put up with the 
most bland, most watery Formica-topped muzak 
as long as you could still hear Marissa Nadler sing 
on disc? Celine Dion’s fanbase, you imagine, 
contains a goodly percentage of listeners who 
really just want to hear her 10 gallon lungs hard at 
work. Understand that this hypothetical doesn’t 
come up because Little Hells is bland; it isn’t, and, 
while a few songs don’t ascend to the heights they 
should, it tends to conquer the listener’s jitters 
whether trying out new moves or not. It’s just that 
it’s rare to encounter a record that practically invites 
you to mentally/aurally cut out everything except 
the vocal as you listen – and which makes such an 
act so rewarding.

From inside a tornado
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Faust
C’est Com… Com… Compliqué
(Bureau B) 
The essence of Faust lies somewhere  
around the point at which accidentally- 
on-purpose improv scratches against  
the process of selection. Live, this can  
lead to fireworks that few can rival. It’s a 
specific breed of chaos, a combination of 
infectious cheer and occasional, genuine 
danger. On record, it’s often best to leave the 
results to mature before the final mixdown. 
Using the same source recordings by the  
trio of Jean-Hervé Péron, Werner ‘Zappi’ 
Diermaier and Amaury Cambuzat (of  
Ulan Bator) as the radically-reworked 
collaboration with Nurse With Wound, 
Disconnected, in 2007, this version is  
a little more straightforwardly musical.  
It’s fascinating to hear the notion of  
a guitar-bass-drums jam session fracturing 
and then condensing into something  
entirely different. The volatile combination  
of some of the more muscular percussion  
this side of Okinawan Taiko with  
Péron’s love for Dada and confusion is 
complemented by Cambuzat’s wholehearted 
immersion into the process; overtone  
singing and surrealist French conversation 
complete the picture. 
Richard Fontenoy

Fight Like Apes
…And The Mystery Of The Golden
Medallion (Model Citizen)
I have about 100 seven-inches in my record 
collection that sound like Fight Like Apes  
and there’s a very good reason they don’t  
get played so much anymore. That reason 
being: I grew up. Or at least, I pretended to. 
Sonically, Fight Like Apes veer from bitchier 
versions of Kenickie-styled shoutalongs 
(‘Something Global’ could easily have been 
written by Linda Perry) to semi-epic stadium 
stylings (‘Lumpy Dough’). 

Lyrically, this is pure teen fodder:  
forming bonds over meatballs and a dislike 
of Simple Kid, ex-boyfriends feeding geese  
in a pair of second hand boots you just 
bought him (we’ve all been there, huh?) 
There are a few genuinely moving  
moments – such as the opening  
verse of ‘Battlestations’ – but they  
are invariably soundtracked by debased, 
radio-friendly schmuck. If I was 16 again  

and needed a band through which I  
could channel my growing pains, then  
Fight Like Apes would be my band of  
choice. At 27, however, I should probably 
know better.
Hayley Avron 

Giant Paw
The Stars Are Ours (Feral Electronics) 
The debut album from a crew of from these 
well-travelled space cadets – featuring  
the occasional legendary touch of Kramer 
(Shimmy-Disc/Bongwater) in the mix –  
is something of a trip to an alternate 
neverland of psychedelic strangeness.  
At their barnstorming best, Giant Paw 
discard defunct boundaries between  
what should and shouldn’t really work  
and, instead, get on with their mysterious 
business of splicing genuinely weird ideas 
from the twilight zone.

Straight through the looking-glass  
and traipsing across Syd Barrett’s lawn  
into all sorts of paranoiac polyrhythmic 
dimensions come eloquent moments  
where 2001: A Space Odyssey meets  
conga frenzy blissout. A dark narrative of  
a catastrophic flood becomes a nightmare  
of schadenfreude rather than mere natural 
disaster, as occasional pyrotechnic workouts 
breeze past noisily. Elsewhere, Andy Heintz’s 
oddly resonant tales of wild alien children 
and doomed friendships with bloodsucking 
insects set out on crazed flightpaths; in their 
conclusions, they reach dreamscapes of 
unexpected charm.
Richard Fontenoy

The Gourds
Haymaker! (Yep Roc)
The Gourds have been making music 
together for 15 years but sound like they 
must have been ploughing their way  
through bar brawls and the occasional  
gig for at least 50. Haymaker! is a collection 
of straying-from-the-centre country,  
one worthy of a band with a man named 
Shinyribs among its number. Here, The 
Gourds channel the out-and-out country 
rock of Chuck Prophet as well as the  
gruff concoctions of John Doe or Paul 
Westerberg, churning out a stream of  
good-time beer-swilling anthems and 
singing of “drunk ass bitches” or similarly 
unfortunate ladies who lack the ability  

to “dig sarcasm”. When they veer away  
from such casual misogyny and toward 
actual humour (“I lost 10 years down  
there, smoking that weed/I was Rip  
Van Winkle but I thought I was Apollo 
Creed”) they’re actually fairly entertaining. 
Among the highlights of this album is  
the sound of a dog barking, swiftly followed 
by a line about spandex britches. I mean,  
it’s just not often that you’ll capture that on 
record, you know? 
Hayley Avron

Sebastien Grainger And The
Mountains
Sebastien Grainger And The
Mountains (Saddle Creek) 
Grainger’s solo work is touted as a departure 
from his output as one half of Canada’s 
Death From Above 1979, but, in fact,  
there are more than a few similarities  
between the two. He’s still sweeping the  
dust off traditional Seventies rock melodies 
(albeit of a softer sort, these days) and  
chord progressions like some archivist of 
musical archeology. Grainger has a soft, 
enveloping voice that sits easy atop these 
cushioned songs, most of which take up a  
non-committal position between a vintage 
power ballad and a caffeine-free can of 
Queens Of The Stone Age. There’s the 
occasional wig-out, such as the frantic 
‘Niagara’, and the odd nod to a notion of 
current musical trends (‘Renegade Silence’ 
wouldn’t sound out of place on a Midnight 
Juggernauts album). But the overall tone is 
one of restraint: musicality over muscle and 
the expression of sentiment over sex drive. 
Hayley Avron

Grammatics
Grammatics (Dance To The Radio)
The opening minute of Grammatics’  
debut excites me: near silently, the music 
creeps toward my peripheral hearing  
and threatens to soar. But suddenly,  
standard stop-start guitars drown out  
the surprises. I am ruined: here’s more  
reedy and mathematical music that rushes  
to an epic climax every 90 seconds.  
Owen Brindley, frontman, possesses a 
powerfully fey and fragile voice. It tussles 
with the needling, insipid lead guitar; both 
chip away at different parts of my patience. 
However, these string arrangements  
are great, peppered throughout the  
record; but they come to define the  
songs instead of fleshing them out. 
Grammatics sound like too much of 
everything; yet, slight and breakable.
Matthew Sheret

Grand Duchy
Petits Fours (Cooking Vinyl)
Given that Black Francis spent the early  
part of his career frantically hacking at  
the glam-struts of the Eighties, it’s a little  
odd that he’s now teamed up with wife  
Violet Clark to create such an eloquent  
love letter to that decade. But it’s the 
reluctant interplay between Francis’ 
muscular, none-more-Nineties guitar  
squall and Petits Fours’ frequent dabblings 
with synths and vocoders that makes this  
album such a lovely mess. Album highlight 
‘Fort Wayne’ is a perfect example – a  
glorious scramble of late-summer melodies  
and francophone asides that could have  
only emerged from the time constraints  
of a single afternoon in the studio. Where 

Clark’s crisp vocals could have rubbed 
against Francis’ husky yelp in all the  
wrong ways, they actually cuddle up  
rather well – like Depeche Mode  
communing with Bob Mould, but in a  
good way, somehow.
Chris Lo

Harmonic 313
When Machines Exceed Human
Intelligence (Warp)
Following up on the promise of last year’s 
Word Problems EP, Mark Pritchard’s first  
full length outing under the Harmonic 313 
guise borrows more than an area code from 
Detroit. The album features some of the 
highlights from that first EP – including  
the outstanding ‘Call To Arms’ – and joins  
the dots of Detroit’s recent musical history, 
drawing a line between hip-hop legend  
J Dilla, the electro futurism of Drexciya and 
the hi-tech soul of the likes of Kenny Larkin. 
Pritchard keeps more than an eye on the UK 
scene, too. On one of the album’s standout 
tracks, ‘Köln’, Pritchard re-imagines what  
life would have been like if the artists 
responsible for the Artificial Intelligence-era 
Warp output had somehow had access to 
dubstep. Yet again, Mr Pritchard has 
produced more essential listening.
Stuart Aitken

Humcrush
Rest At World’s End (Rune
Grammofon)
Another week, another strange permutation 
of electronica and jazz from Scandinavia. 
Humcrush are a duo comprised of 
Supersilent keyboardist Ståle Storløkken  
and percussionist Thomas Strønen, who  
also plays percussion and electronics in  
Iain Ballamy’s Food project. At its best,  
the result – the process having been  
refined over two previous albums and  
years of kinship in the Norwegian 
underground – sounds rather like a less 
raucous Paal Nilssen-Love duetting with  
a particularly funky hotwired blender,  
cymbal shards flying between bubbling 
bursts of wonky synth. ‘Creak’ even edges 
into IDM territory, but with real percussion –  
a pointless exercise, perhaps, but at least 
worth more than its novelty value. The rest  
is mostly radiophonic synth-creepings 
underpinned by stealthy and subtle 
percussion, with more than a hint (as with 
some of Storløkken’s other projects, Box  
and Elephant9) of electric Miles Davis on  
his more Stockhausen-obsessed days.  
In short, it would be altogether delectable  
if it weren’t so samey.
Daniel Barrow

Joakim
My Best Remixes (Tigersushi)
It’s not for the happy clubber, this. It’s for  
one who’s unsure of the immediate future;  
one who’s rightly worried about the walk 
home from yet another blank basement.  
The room is scissored with blue lasers, 
arranged into polyrhythmic shadows: 
mirrored walls, replica fire exits, no doors. 
Let’s begin at the end: Antena’s ‘Camino  
Del Sol’ is surgical, its synths fractured into 
thunderclaps, its thunderclaps augmented 
into monsoons, the beats tracing-paper  
thin, the vocals like silver gruel. Let’s end  
at the beginning: Annie’s knowing, aloof 
flirtatiousness runs across the nuked 
heartbeat of ‘Always Too Late’; she’s 

These Are Powers
All Aboard Future (Dead Oceans)
These Are Powers are not kidding. Previously in thrall  
to their post-Liars heritage, These Are Powers argue 
convincingly here for a futurism both personal and  
political – and this record is both glitchier and more  

direct than last year’s Taro Tarot or 2007’s Terrific Seasons. “The musician’s 
sensibility, liberated from facile and traditional Rhythm, must find in noises 
the means of extension and renewal, given that every noise offers the union 
of the most diverse rhythms apart from the predominant one,” wrote  
futurist painter Luigi Russolo in 1913 in his manifesto The Art Of Noises. 
Russolo was imagining noise as refracting exponentially through the  
space of experience, directed by will rather than conforming to vertical 
(chordal) or horizontal (melodic) developmental structures. These Are  
Powers have a similar imaginative landscape – their palette is industrial, 
recalling Cabaret Voltaire’s Dadaist didactics or the ultraviolence of 
Throbbing Gristle or Swans – but their structures and their politics are 
borrowed from that other great futurist tradition, hip-hop. The beats on  
this album do not merely direct: like those of grime, they are the boundaries 
of the space between, the opening and closing of a lens, over and over.  
This is a hugely ambitious and deeply pleasurable record, and an early 
candidate for this year’s Best Of lists
Petra Davis
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righteous, she’s dangerous, as always. 
Joakim’s a prince of this, y’know; paranoia  
is his playground. It’s the paranoia of 
warehouses and underpasses and eerily-lit 
toll bridges at 3am – places we’ve known for 
years, suddenly becoming alien. He scythes 
through these tracks with blue hands, with 
instinct. Accept nothing inferior.
Lauren Strain

Kontakte
Soundtracks To Lost Road Movies
(Drifting Falling) 
Surging forth on a throb of sleek drum 
machine, Kontakte glide along a shimmering 
autobahn where audio technology drifts 

across the spectrum of retro-futurism – and, 
with tracks titled such things as ‘Motorik’, 
how could it be any other way? They shift 
down through the gears with a satisfyingly 
even sense of purpose, flit into passages 
where the only sound audible could be the 
dashboard clock marking a frozen time; then, 
they roar into overdrive, pistons heaving and 
churning with mechanical glee. Also on 
board are a team of remixers who make up 
half of the album’s content. Winterlight and 
Twelve ramp up the fuzz quotient to brain-
bursting levels, while others like Electric Loop 
Orchestra concentrate on the extended 
hypnotic rhythms, drones and swirls. Such 
epic tendencies are emphasised by 

Polysicness in their stutteringly soaring 
‘Sterile World’; but it’s Oppressed By The Line 
who make a cruise-controlled fadeout.
Richard Fontenoy

Kylie Minoise
Live In Japan/The Paralysis Sect
(Kovorox Sound) 
Fresh with promise come two new releases 
from Glasgow’s ever busy Kylie. First, he  
goes off to the other side of the world to 
make one helluva racket; then, he returns 
home to sit in the dankest and slimiest hole 
imaginable. Live In Japan is a chronicle of 
Kylie giving it some in various cities (Tokyo, 
Osaka, Kyoto) mixed in with field recordings 

and snippets of local cartoon carnage on 
hotel room televisions. There’s also a quite 
awesome tinnitus-inducing collaboration 
with Junko of Hijokaidan which, at certain 
volumes, will actually make your eyes bulge 
from their sockets. It’s a bit like hearing  
an audio scrapbook of a working holiday.  
Of course, when you get back from holiday, 
everything feels grey and crap – which  
is where The Paralysis Sect comes in,  
comprised as it is of three long atmospheric 
pieces of diseased, oozing vileness.  
It’s like I’m floating in a vast bucket of  
cybernetic waste. The ultimate comedown 
album. As in, really coming down. 
Euan Andrews 

pale fire 
Words: Hayley Avron 
Illustration: Anna Higgie

Chloé
Live At Robert Johnson (Live At Robert Johnson/
Kompakt) 

Musings on the validity of a mixtape as something 
to be cherished…

Chloé is an artist I can invest in. Emotionally.  
There is no credit crunch in my heart. The vinyl 
crackle at the opening of ‘The Waiting Room’ 
(from her album of the same name) is like the 
crackle of a log fire. Those cascading notes that 
shift, tectonically; they instigate warm shudders 
down the ol’ support column. It feels like being 
home. Computer love.

But a mixtape? A compilation? A live set? Oh, 
boy. Did she put her heart and soul into it? Well, 
yeah, probably. Maybe. But should I? This is no live 
recording, no sweat dripping from the speakers. 
Besides, we live in cynical times. Too often, that 
seminal Live In Ibiza (or wherever) album turns out 
to have been painstakingly recreated by Captain 
Anonymous using Ableton, in his bedroom, miles 

in time and space from the supposed event, for  
50 quid, a warm beer and a promise of royalties. 
We like you, Chloé… but do we trust you? 

Laying the cynicism aside to complete the task  
at hand…

A mixtape only works on a second date. Or on  
a Monday morning at school, the product of your 
best friend’s weekend. It works because they know 
you, because they’re trying to impress you and 
because it’s a form of communication.

And this isn’t even that kind of mix tape. 
Chloé must have swapped her ego for a raffle 

ticket when she got to the cloakroom at Robert 
Johnson, because she doesn’t play any of her own 
tunes in this set apart from her collaboration with 
Krikor, ‘Casus Belli’, under their double-act name 
of Plein Soleil. She does, however, kick off the 
shindig with a fantastically eccentric cover of 
Smog’s ‘Rock Bottom Riser’ by Gudrun Gut. So  
far, so communicative. 

As mixes go, it’s calm: tame and technical.  
It’s clinical, almost entirely bereft of hedonism,  
but imbued with a certain considered passion.  
The mood ebbs along for the first few tracks  
and Kalabrese’s ‘Makelovedisco’ is like a glass  
of Lucozade after a boozy sleep. It isn’t until SIS’ 
‘Orgsa’ kicks in, with its lethal, clipped snare claps 
and filmic vocals, that things begin to liven up. 

At last, a sense of the hectic arrives with  
Steve Agnello’s re-edit of ‘Phunk’ by Innersphere 
(aka Shinedoe). It rattles and rolls into a deep-sea 
breakdown. It’s a far cry from Chloé’s gentle 
electronica and it’s by far the biggest slice  
of euphoria she serves up here. Next, Ewan 
Pearson crops up with Al Usher on Partial Arts’ 
mid-tempo lounger, ‘Cruising’. Vincenzo’s  
‘The Phantom Image’ is Germanic to its core;  
tidy and hollow sounding – there’s murder on  
the dance floor, but no trace of blood. The Plein 
Soleil number manages an impressive impression 
of a wheezing Dictaphone, belying a fantastic, 
driving techno track. 

And you can feel a heartbeat – she throws in  
a vintage with Larry Heard’s ‘Spinal Tap’ and builds 
to an emotional climax with Seventeen Evergreen’s 
‘The Music Is The Wine’. We like you, Chloé, and 
we trust your taste.

There is no credit 
crunch in my heart
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Years pass, but the beats, it seems, never stop.  
But damn, do they like to change shape, to step  
out in fresh colours. In 2008, the boldest mutations  
sprung themselves from UK garage (gosh,  
you again?!) and the Dilla school of squiffy  
hip-hop; and, true to electronic music’s wanton 
disdain for the credible neologism, these sounds 
have now been rote-learnt as ‘funky’ (yuck)  
and ‘wonky’ (eeeeurgh!) Both enter 2009 with  
a deserved swell of followers, but both also face  
the much more difficult task of retaining them – 
kind of like taking baby steps while looking over 
your shoulder. Many trip. Like I said, the beats  
never never stop – not for anyone.

So if ‘wonky’ is about one year old, that must 
mean albums, right? Release an album, so it goes, 
and you really can ditch the quotation marks,  
turn ‘wonky’ into Wonky. Well, new Warp signee 
Hudson Mohawke doesn’t quite deliver on that 
just yet – instead, we get a mini album, Polyfolk 
Dance, but one so succulently focused in its very 
out-of-focused-ness that it’ll more than do for now. 
I don’t know how new these thwunking, shuffling 
toybox beats, nice’n’dicey soul and jazz snaggles  
are at their core; I mean, haven’t Stones Throw 
being doing something similar for a decade?  
But Mohawke gives them more than yer average  
lick of paint, brushing instead in four dimensions; 
and, on ‘Velvet Peel’ – as if Yo Gabba Gabba! had  

an Arkestra – possibly five. Wonky 
compatriots like Rustie and Joker  
be warned, because this takes  
some following.

Joker, indeed, crops up himself  
a few minutes into Rinse 07, the 
latest addition to the pirate station’s 
prolific mix series, this time compiled 
by veteran grime DJ Spyro. The 
leering synths of his ‘Retro Racer’  
are sandwiched cosily between  
JME’s stuttering, hardbodied  
vocal of ‘Standard’ and Dizzee’s 
groundbreaking ‘I Luv U’, and they’re 
a potent reminder that wonky finds 

its antecedents on this side of the Atlantic as much 
as the other. Spyro’s chaotic, steamrolling selection 

feels like doing the dodgems ‘round UK urban’s 
past, present and future, an exhilarating ride  
with few bum steers. Old UKG numbers from Dee 
Kline and DEA swing in and out of no-nonsense 
crew cuts by Ruff Sqwad and Aftershock, bruising 
grime symphonies like Maniac’s appropriately 
named ‘Ouch’ and Spyro’s own ‘Shadow Boxing’. 
Spyro also leaves ample room for a clutch of funky 
producers to try their luck among such illustrious 
ancestry. It’s a move completely on point with  
UK urban right now – both grime artists and Rinse 
itself are giving more and more time to the funky 
project – and, by sticking to the sound’s hardest 
edges (Lil Silva’s ‘Funky Flex’, D1’s ‘Ongie Bongie’) 
rather than the slick pallor of some of its housier 
moments, he makes a strong case for the continued 
vitality of UKG’s prodigious offspring in 2009. 

So, too, Rinse top dog Geeneus on his  
Volumes I, the station’s second funky release after 
Supa D’s Rinse 03 mix last year. On the first disc, 
Geeneus delivers nine of his own tracks, including 
two of 2008’s biggest hits, the soulful vocal cut ‘As I’ 
and the stripped back groove of ‘Yellowtail’, more 
Theo Parrish than Terror Danjah. Geeneus switches 
things up on the second disc, a deep, dark and  
dirty mix that locks horns with most of funky’s  
many strains, with Roska’s galloping ‘Gone To  
A Better Place’ and Donaeo’s all-conquering ‘Devil  
In A Blue Dress’ being the picks. All round, a fine 
introduction for those new to the sound.

Funky likes its basslines warm and globular, 
pillowing the polyrhythms and cascading synths 
that rest front and centre. Not so Hervé, whose 
Ghetto Bass mix is nothing if not a complete reversal 
of policy. Over two discs featuring many repeat 
performances from himself and partners in crime 
Sinden, Kissy Sellout and Jack Beats, he rolls out so 
many revoltingly squelchy low-end monsters that  
it’s like doing a barefoot marathon over a carpet  
of snails. It’s bloody filthy from start to finish, and 
confirmation that fidget house’s potent idiocy  
is 2009’s strongest redoubt of good old-fashioned 
British rave. His label is called Cheap Thrills, and 
that’s just about right. You can probably only 
stomach all two hours of this once in your life,  
so choose deployment wisely.

And finally, where Ghetto Bass is all surface,  
a teeth-grinding gurn and not much more, Alec 
Empire’s Rauschgold mix for Berlin experimental 
electronica label Staubgold goes deep, deep, 
deeper. The Digital Hardcore boss does something 
different from what you might expect here – it’s a 
70-minute trek over the sort of difficult terrain 
where skyward Kraut and steely minimal techno 
decussate, where impish outsider-Welle and  
breathy drone pop collide. It reveals its charms in  
its own time, but there are many, and Rauschgold 
stands alongside Optimo’s recent Sleepwalk mix in 
its tough-nosed riposte to all those who say that 
every good mix needs a kick drum. Can we see more 
of these weird little things in 2009, please?

cakewalk with me 
Words: Ben Mechen 
Illustration: Daniel Arcand

Be an informed partygoer and help separate the 
neat from the naff with our in-house beats boy

Hudson Mohawke: Polyfolk Dance (Warp)
Geeneus: Volumes I (Rinse)
Various: Rinse 07: Spyro (Rinse)
Various: Hervé: Ghetto Bass (Music Response)
Various: Rauschgold: Alec Empire Plays Staubgold (Staubgold) 

Revoltingly squelchy 
monsters
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Ladyfinger, NE
Dusk (Saddle Creek)
It’s probably more testament to the current, 
procrastinating nature of ‘indie-rock’ than 
Saddle Creek’s calibre as a label that there’s 
nothing much to report here. After all, the 
Omaha imprint still has a few secretive 
precious stones left on its roster, but 
Ladyfinger’s brand of manly, jacket-and- 
jean, um, manliness provides little to  
engage with. They’ve a graceful grasp of 
structural ebb and flow, I suppose – when 
the uncomplaining chug of ‘Little Things’ 
slouches to a close, it’s a surprise that  
the sorry specimen suddenly reincarnates 
itself as something extensively more exciting 
for around 10 seconds. Vim! Vigour! Relish! 
But, oh! It’s over, as quickly as it began. There 
are oblique political references to not having 
particularly enjoyed being an American for a 
while, and it’s fine, y’know, as far as a 
straightforward rock record goes; but who’s 
got time for straightforward, these days?
Lauren Strain

M Ward
Hold Time (4AD) 
M Ward possesses one of the most instantly 
recognisable voices in indie-folk; he layers 
his lyrics in a husky whisper that would make 
Cat Power blush, full of late-night longing. 
On his breakthrough album, Transistor 
Radio, he managed to pull off the part of 
four-track bluesman without sounding 
cloying or affected – yet, on Hold Time (his 
first record since 2006’s Post-War), he fails 
to repeat the trick. Here’s an album that 
doesn’t know what it wants to be, if ever 
there was one. For you country-rock fans, 
there’s a dire, protracted, reverb-soaked 
cover of Young’s ‘Oh Lonesome Me’. You 
want folky minstrelism? See ‘Fisher Of Men’, 
which tortures the obvious analogy to death. 
Hold Time even tries to approximate Feist’s 
folk-pop bounce on ‘Never Had Nobody  
Like You’; y’know, that dry, singalong cheer. 
Despite Ward’s likeable enthusiasm and 
sincerity, there’s really nothing here; his lyrics, 
this time around, are particularly, surprisingly 
vapid. At one point, Ward croons that “Life’s 
like A, B, C/Life’s just like one, two three”. 
Really? Ho hum.
Sam Lewis

Aidan Moffat And The 
Best-Ofs
How To Get To Heaven From Scotland
(Chemikal Underground) 
Enter Falkirk’s gorgeous boozed-up beardie 
assuming the guise of Family Man: a role  
that variously sees him serenade his unborn 
child, question his faith, lament the last kiss, 
chronicle the annals of his heart and – not 
least, for Arab Strap’s erstwhile disenchanted 
versifier – celebrate reciprocal love. Betwixt 
the album’s lo-fi beat-boxing, tinny drum 
rhythms, gutter shanties and woozy strings 
emerge some disarming musical curios: ‘Big 
Blonde’ is Moffat’s ‘Wonderful Tonight’ (Eric 
Clapton), while he also conjures Roxy Music 
(‘Lover’s Song’ is a relative ringer for ‘Jealous 
Guy’) and The Pogues (on singalong lechers’ 
apology ‘Oh Men!’) It works a treat. His 
disjointed pop vignettes and ruminative 
lullabies are underpinned, as ever, by 
excellent reflections on affairs of the head, 
hind quarters and heart. Spirituality and the 
laws of science even get a look in on melodic 
gander ‘Atheist’s Lament’: irrefutable 
evidence, were it required, that Moffat’s  

a bona-fide latter-day Renaissance chap; and 
apparently a happy one at that.
Nicola Meighan

Mountains 
Choral (Thrill Jockey) 
Brooklyn’s Mountains deal in monuments; 
sublime devices of hypnosis that render  
the hyper hipster hive mind of Fuck Buttons 
near obsolete. Their music, the brainchild  
of Brendon Anderegg and Koen Holtkamp, 
oozes with a wondrous viscosity. They  
push their waves of drone across the 
auditory cortex, flooding the senses in  
a kosmische countdown to final immersion. 
Occasionally, as on ‘Map Table’, the group 
strike a more plaintive pose with acoustic 
instrumentation tumbling over field 
recordings of chinking ice water, but the 
transcendental spell is never broken.  
The effect is not unlike having a series  
of dimensions opened up in the mind, 
liberated for exploration by the listener’s 
imagination and memory. 

Of course, this kind of stuff finds familiar 
precursors in the work of Harmonia, Cluster 
and Popol Vuh, but free-wheeling explorers 
like Mountains and Ohio’s Emeralds  
have appropriated such foundations  
to launch their own fabulous edifices to 
hypnagogic states. 
Spencer Grady

MV&EE With The Golden
Road
Drone Trailer (Dicristiiia Stair Builders) 
I’m occasionally of the opinion that there 
should be a general moratorium on 
reviewing the output of an artist like Matt 
Valentine. By the time one release is written 
up, another exploration of the exact same 
constellation of ideas bubbles to the surface. 
However, there’s almost always a release like 
Drone Trailer to prove me wrong: its opener 
slips from the tiresome Neil Young homages 
of their recent discography into blazing 
psychedelia. Overdriven guitars fill every  
inch of the sound-field, vocals bathed in 
Skaters-level echo swarming through like 
unquiet spirits. The rest comes close to  
the spacious loveliness of Ragas Of The 
Culvert, if somewhat more countrified, with 
firefly-filigree guitar lines (including some 
beautiful pedal steel work by Doc Dunn) and 
head-stretching vocals from both Elder and 
Valentine (whose lyrics, sadly, are still mostly 
hippy doggerel). They summon images of 
New England autumns: the air spangling 
with leaf-colour, tree-limbs aching under 
forming icicles. 
Daniel Barrow

Mystery Girls
Incontinopia (In The Red)
This Green Bay quintet’s place in garage  
rock lore was already secured when 
labelmates The Hunches name-checked the 
group in their song ‘The Ballad’, singer Hart 
Gledhill declaring “I’m in love with the 
Mystery Girls”. Releases to date have found 
these Girls plying a similarly feral and sweet 
garage noise, albeit at less of a fever pitch 
than those Hunches; Incontinopia, however, 
is a much more ambitious beast – though 
beast it still is, as the raw, rollicking ‘I Took 
The Poison’ proves. But the Girls’ fourth 
album plays fractured retro-eclecticism  
with an inspired frenzy that recalls the  
Black Lips, juggling Hammond-driven,  
tear-streaked soul (‘The Magic Is Gone’)  

with heady gospel-psych (‘Oh! Apollo’), 
helter-skelter rhythm and blues (‘We’re  
So Illegal’), and raging ragas (‘We Are The 
Death Cult’). Classicists they may be, but 
frontman Casey Grajek’s stewed roar and  
the group’s lacerating din sound as alive  
as any future you care to name, while  
this album’s freaked-out and free ambience 
carries the scent of a most chaotic genius. 
Stevie Chick

The Nightingales
Insult To Injury (Klangbad) 
As one of those bands who’ve been back  
for a few years, having reformed decades 
after their original releases in the Eighties 
(which included the inevitable radio session 
for the man himself), The Nightingales still 
sound like they would be right up John Peel’s 
street. A fulsome wall of fuzz and feedback, 
scraggly guitars and muscularly disjointed 
drumming serve up the drawling huskiness 
of Robert Lloyd’s bar room balladeer  
vocals. The vibrancy of it all sets the  
post-garage/punk/rock(abilly) pulses 
wriggling while allowing room for some 
exuberant music hall rollicking – like  
that found on ‘The Former Florist To The 
Queen’ – to fit right in. Like a literate  
laureate of the local pub, Lloyd’s spiel  
is a sardonic stream of consciousness which 
not only reads well but can also, surprisingly, 
be danced to. With lurches. Slamming to  
the overdriven grind with booze held high,  
or kicking up dust in a slow-motion bar  
drag, we narrowly teeter away from the 
anthems in favour of observation; here’s  
a small-town crowd of chancers and half-cut 
casanovas. In short,  The Nightingales are  
a tad like Half Man Half Biscuit; but far  
more serious. 
Richard Fontenoy

Nostalgia 77
The Nostalgia Sessions Volume I
featuring Keith and Julie Tippett
(Tru Thoughts) 
As the strongest artist on Brighton label  
Tru Thoughts, Benedic Lamdin – aka prolific 
producer Nostalgia 77 – has already made 
the transition from studio knob-twiddler to 
live act with his Nostalgia 77 Octet. Here,  
he goes one step further, working with two 
seminal Sixties figures: free jazz pianist  
Keith Tippett and his vocalist wife Julie 
(better known by her maiden name, Julie 
Driscoll). While it’s too long at 14 tracks, it’s 
still probably Lamdic’s best album to date, 
sufficiently broad in scope to encompass the 
upbeat swing of ‘Sketch For Gary/Billy Goes 
To Town’, the souljazz chant of ‘Rainclouds’, 
the 6/8 ballad ‘Vienna’ and the Latin-tinged 
‘Okinawa’. Longtime collaborator Riaan 
Vosloo, of contemporary jazz act Twelves  
Trio, provides a strong bottom end and the 
Tippetts are as superb as usual – although 
whether the record entirely achieves 
Lamdic’s stated aim of being truly current 
rather than “merely revisiting past glory”  
is open to debate.
Marcus O’Dair 

The Pains Of Being Pure At
Heart
The Pains Of Being Pure At Heart
(Fortuna POP!)
Strangely, it doesn’t feel like The Pains  
Of Being Pure At Heart’s swooshing pastel 
shimmies and muffled, shuffling ebullience 
amount to backwards-mindedness; it’s  

more fundamental, as if the microclimate 
that gripped Britain’s rainier towns two  
and a bit decades ago was exactly replicated 
in present-day Brooklyn. In other words, 
these tykes aren’t influenced by C86; they 
just are C86. In fact, this sensation is so 
pervasive that it’s hard to mount any criticism 
of the band that’s not a criticism of the genre.  
Not that I’ve got any urge to be down on 
either – it’s just that appraising the 
crystalline jangle and strained vocal  
warmth of a song like ‘The Tenure Itch’  
is a bit like deciding the merits of the Bo 
Diddley Beat are due reconsideration.  
This perfection of form casts a bit of a spell.  
A clinical appraisal would suggest that the 
second half of the record is more charming 
than imaginative; but by that time, 
it hardly matters, immaculate early cuts  
like ‘Contender’ and ‘Come Saturday’  
having long since dragged your heart  
to the past, the present… wherever.
Andrzej Lukowski

Phosphorescent
To Willie (Dead Oceans)
Matthew Houck and his brackeny beard  
first stole my heart by ending an album  
with a 19-minute recording of a 
thunderstorm (which I used to drown  
out sex noise from my neighbour in student 
halls). Then there was a ukulele song  
called ‘Wolves’ on 2007’s Pride, which 
attacked so unexpected and tender  
I couldn’t leave it alone. To Willie is more 
straight-up country than any previous 
release; and that’s because it interprets  
a selection of Willie Nelson originals,  
in homage to the collection of covers  
Nelson addressed to Lefty Frizell in 1975,  
To Lefty From Willie. To Willie reminds me  
of my mother’s roommates in Santa Barbara, 
who sang slow, rueful songs on the first 
guitar I ever batted with my hands. So maybe 
this is how it works. Country music has to 
come at you sideways, insidiously, when your 
defences are down. And when it’s simple, 
stripped of drawls and yeehaws, there’s  
no struggle. Nothing could be warmer  
or more inclusive – Houck is his own choir, 
painting parallel lines of orange harmony. 
Oh, boy and howdy. If you ever can’t locate  
a hug, Phosphorescent is almost always  
the next best thing.
Meryl Trussler

in the studio: phosphorescent
We recorded the album at: “Our 
warehouse space down in the Brooklyn  
Navy Yards.”
We learned: “Yes, we did.”
We ate: “Beans and tortillas.”
We drank: “Mostly light beer in bottles  
but tequila too. Also, coffee.”
We watched: “Some of our greatest men 
become even more so.”
We listened to: “Darkthrone, Bobby 
Charles, Waylon Jennings, R Kelly,and of 
course Willie Nelson.”
We missed: “Maybe.”
We wished: “For a long cool drink after a 
hard day’s work.”
We loved: “More than we hated.”
We hated: “More than should be allowed 
by natural law.”
We regretted: “No, no, no.”
We forgot: “To call Willie.”
We’ll always remember: “To do that in 
the future.”
(Matthew Houck)
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Schwefelgelb
Alt Und Neu (Tapete) 
There is a theory within music criticism in 
2009 (actually, it’s not a widely circulated 
theory, it’s more just a vague notion I  
had to myself) that pretty much every  
idea within pop and rock has been used  
up and all that’s left are musical hybrids 
being clumsily stitched together like 
Frankenstein monsters – plus, of course,  
a sprinkling of bands who purloin the  
past wholesale and become unwitting 
tribute acts. Which is a roundabout way  
of saying that Germany’s Schwefelgelb 
sound pretty much exactly like every band 
from the early Mute back catalogue; in 
particular, DAF and their barked, seedy 
electro barrage. But there are also hints  
of the sad-eyed pop goodness of  
Depeche and Yazoo here; this is music  
for cavernous squat parties and filthy  
sex with unnameable strangers. 
Euan Andrews

Various
Fabric 44: John Tejada (Fabric) 
The Fabric series has been back on sterling 
form of late, and it’s hard to imagine a  
more positive and inspiring mix than this  
to kick-start 2009. California-based Tejada 
has an innate understanding of the alchemy 
involved in combining irresistible rhythms 
with exploratory sounds. In Fabric 44,  
he has created a mix with a gorgeous flow 
and plenty of emotion; it builds through  
an acid frenzy (Alex Cortez’s ‘Phlogiston’;  
two blazing consecutive tracks from Palette 
All Stars) before bursting out into the kind  
of dreamy, beatific atmosphere that’s been 
all too scarce in house music of late. 

A smattering of unfuckable-with  
oldies from Orbital, Spooky and Donnacha 
Costello rub shoulders with adorable  
recent material such as WAX’s  
‘WAX10001’ and the Shed remix  
of Substance’s ‘Relish’. This beautifully 
crafted mix is right up there with Mayer  
and Villalobos as one of the label’s best  
discs to date.
Robin Wilks

Various
Fabriclive 44: Commix (Fabric)
It’s a telling insight into the rather listless 
current state of drum’n’bass that, in  
this disc’s accompanying press release, 
Commix take pains to distance themselves 
from what they call the ‘depressing’ scene  
at large. While a core crowd has stayed  
loyal to drum’n’bass over the years – and 
although labels like Hospital are still cranking 
out great records – they do right; in general, 
the music has become less exciting and the 
clubs more predictable. Commix themselves 
are on a career-long mission to revive the 
inventive scene of old, which may sound  
like a reductive (and retro) idea in theory.  
But just as recent house mixes by Marcel 
Dettmann, Efdemin and Shed have proven 
that combining forgotten gems with  
current tunes can revitalise the sound  
of today, so Commix deftly mix classic  
tracks such as Jonny L’s ‘Common  
Origin’ and Photek’s ‘Yendi’ with 
atmospheric and imaginative recent  
material from artists including OAK,  
Instra:mental and Calibre. In the process, 
they give a surprisingly optimistic snapshot 
of the best of drum’n’bass in 2009.
Robin Wilks

Amsterdam 
Klezmer Band
Zaraza (Essay)
The title translates as 
‘infectious/contagious’ 
in several Slavic 

languages and ‘epidemic’ in Polish. It’s 
heady stuff, too, as these native Dutch guys 
famous for jazzing up trad sounds now 
offer 15 tracks of their own Balkan, gypsy, 
Yiddish and klezmer fabness to splendid, 
tangled and dastardly effect. (JS)

Chris Eckman
The Last Side Of The 
Mountain 
(Glitterhouse)
The leader of America’s 
most undeservedly 

obscure band The Walkabouts continues  
his winning streak on this, his latest solo 
album, with core vocal/acoustic guitar 
performances drawing on poems by 
Slovenian writer Dane Zajc. Textured 
arrangements suggest the best moments  
of Talk Talk, or Radiohead. (NR)

Anthony 
Joseph And The 
Spasm Band
Bird Head Son 
(Heavenly 
Sweetness/Naïve)

This jazz/funk/freakbeat/afro album,  
a highly personal journey through poet 
Joseph’s background in the Caribbean  
and UK. Obvious reference point Gil  
Scott-Heron frames at least the  
atmosphere if not the oft-mystical  
tales on show here, delivered with  
skill and fearlessness. (JS)

Kazoo Funk 
Orchestra
This Album Is  
Self-Titled  
(Planet Groucho)
Enjoyably silly mesh of 

windowcleaner-style whistlin’ with ska-ish 
guitars, cheeky and impromptu banjo solos, 
ludicrous pseudo-raps and, oh, everything 
the band’s name would suggest. They have 
dancers. They’re probably having the best 
time ever. Which is good, for them. (LS)

Les Très Bien 
Ensemble
Rougeole (Elefant) 
The natural forebears 
of Les Très Bien 
Ensemble are  

masters of the modern chanson and  
French pop – think Jacques Brel, France 
Gall, Serge Gainsbourg. To me, though,  
this Catalonian outfit sound like a  
Gallic Belle And Sebastian, which is  
no bad thing. (DL)

Line
Hearts (Uncharted 
Audio)
After a few minutes 
with Line, you may 
wish that a trapdoor 

had opened up at the recording studio  
and dropped this preening narcissist of  
a vocalist with his onanistic trials and 
tribulations into an alligator pit, while  
the deep, pressurised funk and catchy  
synth pop continued unabated. (SM)

Mascot Fight
Pantomime Hearse 
(Cassette County)
There are eight million 
indie bands in the 
naked city. This is just 

one of them. Theirs is a well-crafted guitar 
pop; but one that’s as indistinguishable as 
sandy seashells on the seashore. However, 
only the most insensitive bastard  
would eject the Morrissey-quoting  
single out of the boombox for aping  
a band of Lemonheads. (SM)

New Rhodes
Everybody Loves  
A Scene (Salty Cat) 
Bristol residents New 
Rhodes’ second album 
has a dumb name and 

sounds like Maxïmo Park. The singing is big 
and is about getting, like, pissed. Scratchy 
walls of over-produced guitars help 
enormous choruses to be enormous. Which 
is great, if you like that kind of thing. Which 
you probably don’t. (TH)

Oberman 
Knocks
13th Smallest 
(Aperture)
Oberman Knocks do 
not make fresh music. 

They feel like a genre zombie, bearing down 
heavily, creating swampy and oppressive 
electronic music for headphones and dark 
walks. 13th Smallest is full of sharp corners 
and punctures, and is tough to stick with. 
(MS)

Charlie Parr
Roustabout 
(Misplaced Music) 
Round, round root 
notes beat through  
all the steel guitar  

and epileptic frettery on the banjo. There’s 
something so good about returning to 
those notes. Returning to this fertile father 
genre. Parr does it as crisply and thrillingly 
as anyone, racing through traditionals and 
originals, mining deep for the jet black and 
joy yellow somewhere in the blues. (MT)

Point Juncture, 
WA
Heart To Elk  
(Mt Fuji)
Oh oh oh. Some girls’ 
voices make you want 

to fix fancy drinks. This girl has that arch 
C86 thing happening with a hint of 
Broadcast’s exoticism. Boy sings yet softer. 
All like Stars but with better, buffeting beats 
and a cooler demeanour. Their brass makes 
life seem easy, like Diet Coke pretends to 
do: live easy; drink this band! (MT)

Sergeant 
Buzfuz
High Slang (Blang) 
Leader Joe Murphy 
says Buzfuz aren’t 
antifolk, so we  

won’t say it either. He’s into Lach, though, 
and sounds a bit like him on High Slang 
(album number four) – scuzzy, punky and 
twangy all at the same time. Like a lot  
of their UK contemporaries, Buzfuz are  
a bloody riot. (TH)

Staff Benda 
Bilili
Très Très Fort 
(Crammed Discs) 
How often do you  
get to listen to music 

made by a group of paraplegic street 
musicians who live in the grounds of a  
zoo in Congo? Not very often, that’s correct. 
As the infectious energy of album opener  
‘Moziki’ gives way to the slow blues  
of ‘Polio’, it’s unclear how Staff Benda  
Bilili coax such sweet sounds from  
their homemade instruments. However 
they do it, it’s definitely worth a long, 
sumptuous listen. (SA)

Sunny Day Sets 
Fire
Summer Palace 
(IAMSOUND) 
Some lost soul has 
compared these to 

Arcade Fire. Oh, please: dispel the thought. 
Half the beauty of that band is in how they 
toy with fullness and emptiness – boom, 
echo, silence, drone. These guys are just 
beamy, homogenised guitar swagger. 
Which is fine. And nice. And that’s pretty 
much it. (MT)

Teitur
The Singer (A&G)
This may be Teitur 
Larssen’s UK debut but 
he’s been around for a 
few years; the sensitive 

Faroese has already worked with Corinne 
Bailey Rae among others. It’s about time  
he made it over here; these heartfelt songs 
have a wide-eyed wonder about them,  
I reckon; one that’s hauntingly compelling, 
occasionally lonely and always utterly 
honest. (JS)

The Tivoli
National Service 
(Shiva)
A ridiculously  
unironic reminder  
that rock bands  

were once proudly led around by their  
grandiose penises (one that most of  
us would probably rather not have). The 
hooky lyrics seem to have been penned  
by a semantically challenged 12-year-old 
who knows more about whisky, sluts and 
the IRS than most us would (or, indeed, 
should) ever know. (SM)

To Blacken  
The Pages
North (Colony) 
On North, Dublin’s 
Paul McAree continues 
to plough his own 

long, dark sonic furrow, only now with  
even less light relief than before. Towards 
the close, the endlessly circling and 
churning guitars finally begin to feel like  
a black sack placed over your head, 
drawstrings pulled slowly tighter ‘til 
asphyxiation. (EA)

Brief notes by: Stuart Aitken, 
Euan Andrews, Tom Howard, 
Darren Loucaides, Shane Moritz, 
Ned Raggett, Matthew Sheret, 
Joe Shooman, Lauren Strain, 
Meryl Trussler
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Various
Happy Holy Roar Volume II (Holy Roar)
A second helping of seasonal goodwill  
from the festive folk at Holy Roar. Yeah,  
it’s a bit late now, but who cares, eh? This 
ultra-limited 20-track cassette boasts a  
very healthy goodness quotient thanks to 
detonations from the likes of Throats, Tropics 
and Chronicles Of Adam West. Passions  
are split four ways: scratchy Touch And Go-
style noise-rock freneticism; angry, ugly, 
metalhead rage sitting on the face of lean 
hardcore; twiddly-diddly math-rock from 
people who reeeaaally love American  
Don, and a smattering of anomalies and 
aberrations with no home to call their own. 
Three Trapped Tigers are one such curiosity 
with their loosely jazz-rippled instrumental 
‘5’ coming across as lush, live-action 
electronica with a touch of Eighties  
Martini balladry. The synth-pop of Cutting  
Pink With Knives also seems out of place, 
possibly because it’s disarmingly naff  
and carries the odour of unwell molluscs. 
However, the charmingly named Suffocate 
For Fuck Sake are the most enticing; a 
diversionary opening pummel of super-
super-heavy bass riffage abates to uncover 
an amniotic spoken-word sobfest.
Matt Evans

Various
Rekids Revolution (Rekids)
It’s barely two years old, but the UK-based 
Rekids has established itself as one of the 
world’s best electronic labels under the helm 
of Matt Edwards and James Masters. This 
three-CD set is perhaps Rekids’ boldest 
statement to date as well as testament  
to how far the label has grown in the past 
year, broadening its hypnotic sound into 
something bigger and bolder. The first CD of 
originals opens with Radio Slave’s dancefloor 
staple ‘Bell Clap Dance’ before taking in 
everything from the nu-piano-house of 
Runaway’s ‘Brooklyn Club Jam’ to Veinte 
Tres’ stripped-down, dubby epic ‘Serpiente 
Cosmica’ and the naggingly infectious jazzy 
groove of Spencer Parker’s ‘The Improvised 
Minotaur’. The second disc is full of remixes, 
ranging from Marcel Dettmann’s hypnotic 
take on Mr G’s ‘U Askin’’ to a wonderful, 
spaced-out Prins Thomas remix of Luke 
Solomon’s ‘Spirits’. And the third CD is a  
mix by Spencer Parker, covering Rekids 
releases old and new. It’s a dark brew, full of 
conviction, packing in great tracks like Matt 
O’Brien’s ‘Serotone (Version)’, equal parts 
perky and foreboding, and the bewitching 
piano loops of Parker’s own ‘Yogoto’. 
Robin Wilks

Various
Somabeta (Soma) 
On this unmixed compilation, veteran 
Glasgow label Soma launch their latest 
project, Somabeta, an imprint geared 
towards giving new talent its first punt at 
some of the dance world’s most elite record 
boxes. It’s a noble concept, and one that 
seems to have worked – apparently everyone 
from Derrick May to Kenny Larkin is now a 
fan of Dutch freshman Sui Generis, whose 
gliding ‘Bergheim’, deep and very Detroit, 
holds the centre of this collection. The rest, 
though, falls somewhere between the 
perfunctory and the sublime, fit for neither 
mirthful derision nor repeated listening; just 
paste-y averageness. For every ‘Taken Out’  
by Joe Stawarz, which really is a winningly 

glassy tech-house builder, you get the sub-
Berghain plod of Mr Copy’s ‘Derive’, the  
half-heartedly cosmic haze of Gary Beck’s 
‘Restoration’ and the curious idea-soup of 
Audiofillia’s ‘Tu’, equal parts minimal click 
and whirr to the kind of warped bassline last 
seen on Double 99’s speed garage classic 
‘RIP Groove’. 
Ben Mechen

Various Productions featuring
Gerry Mitchell
The Invisible Lodger (Fire) 
Gerry Mitchell is like the chaos of South 
London at nighttime, come to life as a middle 
aged man. A slouching presence in pub back 
rooms and once-smoky venues, skulking 
with sheaths of lyrics and pints of Guinness, 
this Scottish ex-pat is the unofficial laureate 
of Camberwell, Brixton and The Elephant. 
After a satisfying collaboration with Steve 
Gullick (as Tenebrous Mitchell), this time  
he’s hitched his distinctively booze-battered 
brogue to the post-dubstep electronica of 
Various. You’d think that the Bukowski of 
Bermondsey, with his bottle permanently 
half empty – unhappy unless listening to 
Stravinsky or Young Marble Giants – would 
make a strange collaborator for these 
Pitchfork favourites. The Invisible Lodger  
is a great success, however, with wheezing 
accordions sliding slowly over hissing 
electronics and dour loops. On ‘Coffin 
Fogbound’, Mitchell observes: “A hateful, 
evaporating sun, languages emerged, the 
seed that hopefully will prevail but its way is 
barred by death – constantly.”
John Doran

in the studio: gerry mitchell
We watched: “The Wire and the world 
disintegrate around us.”
We read: “John Burnside’s A Lie About My 
Father, a dark tale about love and 
redemption by my favourite Scottish poet.” 
We missed: “A sense of peace.”
We ate: “Kebabs.”
We drank: “Red wine.” 
We learned: “Trust and forgiveness.”
We regretted: “Not learning to be more 
trusting and forgiving sooner.”
We discovered: “Hedgehogs under  
the bed.”
We forgot: “Our childhoods.”
We’ll always remember: “To be kind to 
animals and fuck politicians.”
(Gerry Mitchell)

Wavves
Wavvves (De Stijl) 
I was reading an article about compression 
and mixing recently. Halfway through, I 
stopped; I had no idea what was going on. 
Did all this matter? If a song sounds good, 
fuck the trimmings, right? Rough-sounding 
production, of course, can be part of creation 
– part of a music’s soul. It’s liberating to think 
that we don’t have to play by the rules of  
the ‘people in the know’. Enter Wavves,  
aka Nathan Daniel William, a 22-year-old  
kid who writes skin-melting songs about 
slacking from his bedroom in San Diego. 
Aptly branded, the music rises and falls, 
swells and bursts. But, beneath the Times 
New Viking-esque storm of sun-soaked 
noise, there shine blinding rays of pop (see: 
‘So Bored’) and I find myself murmuring 
along like a deranged Freak Power survivor. 
Rulebook + Wavvves = bonfire, and I love it. 
Darren Loucaides
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When Lester Bangs eulogised – fetishised – the 
“guitar-slappin’ brats” of Californian one-hit 
garage outfit The Count Five in his 1971 essay 
‘Psychotic Reactions And Carburetor Dung’, he 
lauded a pop group for its dirty sugar rush but 
‘validated’ it by spinning a tale of ever-more 
ambitious rock albums that The Count Five never 
made. It’s hard to tell who the joke was on, the 
rockists or the popists – and, 30 years on, with the 
essay a benchmark of outsider music crit and psych 
groups a staple of reissue schedules, it’s probably 
unimportant. But the US garage-psych explosion  
of the Sixties – hedonistic, colourful, fleeting; primal 
chaos anchored to three-minute grooves – remains 
seductive for those about to dream/write. 

While Bangs’ nostalgic fan-fic referred to West 
Coast bands of the mid-Sixties, a contemporaneous 
brew was percolating between the big skies and 
simmering boredom of Texas. Houston-based  
label International Artists’ stewardship of art-rock 
icons The Red Krayola and 13th Floor Elevators  
is well known, but last year’s fantastic 83-track 
comp, Never Ever Land, was a reminder of the other 
beasts in the stable, not least Bubble Puppy and 
The Golden Dawn, whose one-off albums are 
reissued with booklets, thick spines and a sense  
of occasion. There’s part of me says just get the 
compilation; Bubble Puppy deserved their one  
hit (‘Hot Smoke And Sassafras’) and The Golden 
Dawn their status as the Elevators’ unfortunate 
mates. Yet while Bubble Puppy’s psychedelia is 

rather earthbound, 
their bubblegum 
rock, well, rocks, 
with gems like the 
brisk ‘Beginning’, 
‘Days Of Our  
Time’, and Buffalo 
Springfield-ish ‘Road 
To St Stephen’s’. 
Searing guitars  
and close harmonies 
hint at the lysergic 
power-pop of  

Meat Puppets, as do the better parts of The Golden 
Dawn’s Power Plant. Theirs is a more strung-out, 
cooler version of events – not for them a goofy  
cover shot in velvet and lace; their hipster credentials 

are instead shown via a trippy graphic sleeve  
design – but their vagueness is unengaging  
and their attempts at transcendence forced and 
tense, despite a preoccupation with Gurdjieffian 
philosophy and some great backwards tape effects.

It’s instructive to listen to the 13th Floor Elevators 
alongside such ostensibly similar bands just to 
confirm how much better their music works; how 
magnificently it takes you there. Their songs are 
simulacra of the psychedelic experience, capturing 
both the white light wonder of the trip and the sore, 
gritty bewilderment of the aftermath.

Their reputation precedes them, of course – Roky 
Erickson’s Dionysian martyrdom at the hands of The 
Man and the mental health establishment; Tommy 
Hall’s bubbly amplified jug; Stacy Sutherland’s heavy, 
hazy guitar; the props of any famous dude who’s 

ever taken any drugs. But from the first instalment 
of this 10-CD box set, Headstone: The Contact 
Sessions, the Elevators’ sunbaked garage-psych 
seems preternaturally developed, daemonic and 
aware, with an enviable groove and sass and, 
crucially, an utter lack of self-consciousness similar 
to that of fellow Sixties proto-punk misfits The 
Monks. Erickson’s vocals are vulnerable and fierce, 
reminiscent of Daniel Higgs, Daniel Johnston and, 
weirdly, Joanna Newsom’s first recordings; the 
“Oww! Ooohhh…YEAH!” yawp of ‘You’re  
Gonna Miss Me’ still electrifying, High Fidelity and 
computer ads notwithstanding. And check the less 
acclaimed but awesomely woozy, synapse-rippling 
third album Bull Of The Woods: a sophisticated 
cosmic-country-soul trip that seems to pulse with 
sadness for the demise of the psychedelic dream. 

Sign Of The Three-Eyed Men is an attempt to 
chart the band’s entire chronology, including the 
pre-Psychedelic Sounds and Easter Everywhere 
Contact sessions, a ‘lost third album’, A Love That’s 
Sound (which looks very similar to Bull Of The 
Woods), and three live discs, the earliest of which 
seems intriguingly wired and messy. From the  
11-track sampler sent to journalists, it is hard to  
tell whether three is two live CDs too many, but  
the Death In Texas track from 1973 (good, solid 
boogie music, more ZZ Top than acid rock) suggests 
this might be the case.  

It is unlikely any of you will buy this box set – it’s 
expensive, limited, the very idea of it possibly too 
Mojo for consideration. The Elevators’ three albums, 
collected here with alternate takes, mono and 
stereo versions and so on, are available already, and 
only worth getting again if they’ve been remastered 
from the originals, and only then if you care about 
remastering. Assiduous psych MP3 bloggers will 
upload the rarities before long. It’s too classicist, too 
endorsed – but look, fuck this post-modern façade, 
basically the 13th Floor Elevators made some of the 
most sublime, dirty pop music ever, however you 
access them and whatever the nostalgia industry 
has done to them. I can listen to this stuff for days 
on end. I just have. 

White light wonder 
and sore, gritty 
bewilderment

she lives (in a time of her own)  
Words: Frances Morgan 
Illustration: Sparrow V Swallow

Plan B’s queen of psych goes digging in the International 
Artists archive, and hasn’t come back yet

Bubble Puppy: A Gathering Of Promises (Charly/International Artists)
The Golden Dawn: Power Plant (Charly/International Artists)
13th Floor Elevators: Sign Of The Three-Eyed Men (Charly/International Artists) 
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first words 
Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Chris Summerlin

Various 
Roll Your Moneymaker: Early Black Rock’n’Roll, 
1948-1958 (Trikont) 
Heaven forbid I turn into an unpaid 
cheerleader for inspired German reissue label 
Trikont or anything, but really. This 24-track 
compilation is so genius, so stripped of fat, 
that it ought to be at the very top of any list of 
anyone interested in rock music, adventures 
into sound or sheer vocal performance.

Listen up. I’m from an older generation 
than you, so I can recall pretty much detesting 
rock’n’roll from the Fifties as being too 
sanitised, pandering to Middle America  
(and Britain), lacking in sexual thrust or 
danger. I knew little of fabled blues singers 
and rhythm’n’blues pioneers such as Slim 
Harpo and Howlin’ Wolf, and what I did know 
I was put off by the Seventies equivalent of 
Jools Holland championing some bastardised, 
grown-up version of the same. I did know, 
however (and who could miss this?), that 
rock’n’roll was rotten to its roots when it  
was reinvented by a handful of Fifties radio 
DJs as a white musical form that happened  
to blatantly rip off and clean up a vibrant, 
libidinous, often risqué black musical form. 
This, at a time of segregation in America. 

(OK, so there were a few lonesome wild 
white men like Gene Vincent and perhaps 
Keith Richards, but it wasn’t ‘til punk 
reclaimed the danger and seediness of the 
night in the mid-Seventies that rock music 
became, momentarily, exciting again).

What’s really shocking about this collection 
of gritty walking blues, fervent gospel 
shouters, electrifying boogie and out-and-out 
machismo is how 100% awesome it sounds. 
Surely, this music can’t have had much 
influence on its peers and the money-makers 

during the Fifties: otherwise the history of 
‘popular’ music would’ve been writ entirely 
different. As it is, it took the mainstream four 
or five decades to play catch-up with some of 
the hardest-hitting songs here. 

Unknown blues singer John J Moses’  
self-deprecating stroll on the cheap side of 
town, ‘Night Out’, hits as hard as anything 
from 50 Cent or Ghetto. Johnny ‘Guitar’ 
Watson’s deliriously inventive, echo  
chamber-laden ‘Space Guitar’ is a direct 
precursor of both Delia Derbyshire and Acid 
Mothers Temple (and, of course, Jimi Hendrix 
borrowed Watson’s technique of soloing, 
guitar behind his back, a decade on). Rufus 
Thomas – a man best known for good-natured 
novelty hits such as ‘The Funky Chicken’ – is 
downright feral, if not to say evil, on 1953’s 

rough-as blues stomp ‘Tiger Man’. 
Ike Turner, Howlin’ Wolf and Chuck Berry 

are just as male and proudly unrepentant as 
ever (although the slide guitar on the latter’s 
‘Deep Feeling’ is a strange outing indeed, 
predating The Beatles’ more out-there 
experimentation on The White Album by a 
decade, easy). Billy ‘The Kid’ Emerson could 
teach the Black Keys and the White Stripes a 
thing or a thousand about grit on the maudl 
in ‘If Lovin’ Is Believin’’. The Kinks might’ve 
covered Lazy Lester’s ‘Sugar Coated Love’,  
but there’s sure nothing sweet or even ‘pop’ 
about the original.

It’s probably no coincidence that two of the 
black singers most credited with originating 
rock’n’roll – Ike Turner and Chuck Berry – are 
the ones with the most unsavoury real life 
stories attached. No, your grand-momma 
really wouldn’t have approved. Many of the 

24 artists here come with heroin and 
heartbreaking stories of destitution as par  
for the course – including perennial survivor 
Andre Williams. Williams’ mambo-style ‘Going 
Down To Tijuana’ might sound light-hearted, 
but there’s no way, surely, it ever gained 
(white) radio airplay. The man is way too 
salacious, exhorting us to go “down-down-
down-down-down-down” and have a “good 
time”. He means drugs, doubtless – and 
lashings of sex. Voodoo, too, was way off-
limits – so count out Ike Turner’s shivery ‘She 
Made My Blood Run Cold’, Screamin’ Jay 
Hawkins (whose ‘I Put A Spell On You’ is  
not featured here, presumably on the 
understanding it’s too well-known) and Ann 
Cole with The Suburbans’ original doo-wop 
1956 take on ‘Got My Mojo Working’ (Muddy 
Waters’ version was a cover).

And let’s not forget the women, neither. 
Etta James does her whole gutsy, sex-driven 
thing on the 1955 show-stopper ‘W.O.M.A.N’, 
like Them’s ‘G.L.O.R.I.A’ with nothing left out. 
“You ain’t got nothing in your pockets to keep 
me alive,” she sneers, before adding, “But I 
got something for all you men to make you 
cry”. And don’t you just know it, baby!

Ruth Brown (my own personal Queen  
of the Blues) gets even more intimate with  
1954’s suggestive and slinky ‘Please Don’t 
Freeze’ (please tell me she’s not talking about 
brewer’s droop). Big Maybelle belts it out big 
time and swing time, and gospel pioneer Sister 
Rosetta Tharpe gets righteous and rocking 
and down’n’dirty with a 1958 live recording  
of ‘Jericho’ (she sang and played her own 
guitar parts, y’ know…)

As I say: 24 tracks – and every one a  
solid gem, bragging, roughness and all.  
You ain’t going to be finding none of this shit 
on a compilation featuring Bill Haley or The 
Platters. Do yourself a favour and look this 
out. It’s an incredible place to start 
rediscovering rock’n’roll.

Your grand-momma 
really wouldn’t have 
approved
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Current 93
Dawn (Durtro Jnana)
Live At Bar Maldoror (Durtro Jnana)
In Menstrual Night (Durtro Jnana)
In which three further revivified, remastered 
and remixed late Eighties albums reveal 
themselves as key moments in the 
surreptitious insinuation of occult 
noisescapes into the canon of the British 
avant-garde. Half of Dawn batters the 
repeated mantra of “destruction” into 
submission; the word emerges and decays 
amid a cloud of feedback, church bells, 

mystically-mystified spoken words and 
jarring samples. The second part loops 
Crowley against Tibet’s varispeed funeral 
moans; he wails for lost infant Maldoror 
(named after an infamously opaque  
pre-Surrealist novel by Isadore Ducasse),  
and he’s rarely sounded more sombre, more 
distraught. The mood shifts further into 
echoed abstraction on Live At Bar Maldoror. 
Layers of tape noise send out soft ripples of 
half-discernible voices and choral detritus; 
they shudder as though gripped by a  
fever trip into the backbrain. In Menstrual 

Night finds Current 93 hitting the hypnotic 
motherlode. An amassing of nursery  
rhymes, a churning of drum machines  
and a looped cacophony are spliced  
with a tumbling rush of voices. They rise,  
until they achieve a harrowing, paranoid 
overload. As a bonus, these limited double 
disc editions are each remixed by Andrew 
Liles into cut-up collages of visceral, 
hallucinatory dementia; he remakes  
each in a deliriously haunting style, 
guaranteed to shiver and disturb. 
Richard Fontenoy

Hawkwind
The Text Of Festival: Hawkwind Live
1970-1972 (Eastworld)
Hawkwind reissues and rediscoveries  
seem to crop up pretty regularly, but for  
old spacerock dorks such as myself this  
odd little collection is a bit of a lo-fi classic, 
catching them live at their early, messy, 
proto-punk-space-metal best. The first half 
includes some squelchy, wigged-out BBC 
sessions and selections from various 
oscillator-abusing live shows, but what’s 
really worth a listen is the latter half of the 

not just a fad 
Words: kicking_k 
Illustration: Linda Coulter

Various
Fly Girls! B-Boys Beware: Revenge Of The Super 
Female Rappers (Soul Jazz)
I’m not someone who often considers the 
aboriginal fruits of any genre/venture as golden 
vintage merely due to seniority. First sketches  
and bold gestures may be vital and unrepeatable,  
may lead what follows – even encompass its 
parameters – but for me, at least, the real 
masterpieces tend to emerge later via adaptation 
or mongrelisation, the template perfected (or, 
perverted, I’m easy) when some territory has been 
walled from a hostile world.

I say this because Soul Jazz – careful owners  
of some of the neatest musicological compilations 
out there – make some curious choices in their 
track selection for this oral history of mostly  
older- or oldest-school female MCs. Including 
Missy Elliott’s ‘The Rain (Supa Dupa Fly)’ – released 
a good half-decade later than the rest – is the most 
questionable move, since no other second-waver 
(Lil’ Kim, Foxy Brown, Da Brat et al) makes the cut 
(despite their popularity, skill and influence). It 
suddenly feels like ideology has leant on history.

Likewise, it seems there was a decision made  
to eschew greatest hits for songs which reflect or 

interrogate their world. And so, JJ Fad’s schoolyard 
swipes at Roxanne Shante (also present) show how 
competition was perhaps more in evidence than 
solidarity for the first female MCs, competing for  
a conceptual, rather than local, niche. Weight 
disses, promiscuity disses and menstrual disses 
come and go, which is interesting (if dispiriting); 
but they lack the charm or melodic momentum  
of their more characteristic electro/pop cuts.

Braggadocio is almost always fun to listen to, 
and inspirational when the speaker is repping yr 
own private whatever, but it’s also – if abstract or 

hyperbolic – a barrier to getting much absorbed  
in their world, since they are, by self-definition,  
sui generis. And, although the MCs here rapped  
as well as their brothers in rhyme, this striving 
toward equal-but-similar likewise sometimes 
limited their product to beef or dance tracks. 

That said, from Eighties to early Nineties, the 
range is more than respectable. It’s nice to see the 
genuine UK talent of Cookie Crew and She Rockers 
(featuring a pre-pop Betty Boo, yo) recognised, and 
nicer to reflect that they deserve it. Again, though, 
what’s chosen to represent them seems for 

closeness to the hip-hop blueprint rather than  
their ultimately more prescient convolutions of  
rap, pop and rave culture. Elsewhere, there’s solid 
demonstration of female voices in many eras and 
genres, from Queen Latifah (Daisy Age; positive 
lines over zippy horns) to Bahamadia (Gang  
Starr-affiliated understated backroom monotone). 

I have to come back to Missy, though – which I 
can justify ‘cause it’s the mid-Nineties when female 
MCs started their own trends. An unprecedented 
crop of talent including the sex-rappers mentioned 
above as well as Eve, Trina, Rah Digga, etc, plus 
new producers (including Missy herself) driven  
to look outside hip-hop history for textures and 
forms would R&B-ify hip-hop to purists’ disgust 
and my delight. ‘The Rain (Supa Dupa Fly)’ shows 
how they cribbed from the mainstream (which  
had been mining street culture for years), gutting 
the rococo electro-pop of the charts and cooling its 
high-NRG tempo to mould a form of r’n’b pruned 
of unnecessary elements, classily minimalist and 
balanced just so by Missy’s longest-standing 
collaborator, Timbaland.

“We don’t want to sit down/We want to  
throw down” state The Sequence at one point.  
The fact they, and others, did – crucially, without 
qualification or apology – made a solid foundation 
that can be surveyed with pride. But for me, at 
least, it’s what came next, in the wake of this work, 
that you really need to hear.

It suddenly feels like 
ideology has leant 
on history
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CD, a 20-odd minute excerpt from a 
performance at Colchester Technical College 
in 1971. An uninviting prospect, sure, but if 
you’ve ever enjoyed Comets On Fire, Circle  
or Acid Mothers Temple, it might be worth 
embarking on this particular journey thru 
space and time, from its DIY radiophonics/
improv intro through an almost-falling-apart 
motorik groove, chanted, off-key vocals  
and the kind of awesome monomaniacal 
primitive momentum that can only  
be achieved by constant touring and 
chemical alteration. The sound quality is  
also markedly better than the (allegedly very 
unofficial) BBC tapes, the better to witness 
what was undoubtedly the heaviest thing 
that happened in Colchester that year.
Frances Morgan

Lafayette Afro Rock Band
Darkest Light: The Best Of The
Layafette Afro Rock Band (!K7/Strut)
One of hip-hop’s most heart-racingly exciting 
moments is on Public Enemy’s breakthrough 
album It Takes A Nation Of Millions To Hold 
Us Back. ‘Show Em Whatcha Got’ features 
Chuck and Flav’s exhortations being cut up 
by Hank Shocklee over a simple sax refrain, 
as plaintive as it is strident. Choosing radical 
funk which could be reconfigured as radical 
hip-hop was part of Public Enemy’s brilliance; 
but they would have been nothing without 
the primary building blocks (in this case, 
Lafayette Afro Rock Band’s Darkest Light). 
The band moved to France during the 
Seventies to escape the crowded funk scene 
back home in the US. This, no doubt, added 
to their lightness of touch; flute solos, muted 
cornet, Frampton-style ‘talk box’. This reissue 
also includes ‘Soul Makossa’, which features 
the “Mamma ko, mamma sa, ma-makosa” 
refrain that Jacko aped on ‘Don’t Stop  
‘Til You Get Enough’ and a wealth of  
spot-the-sample moments. Sublime funk.
John Doran

Magazine
Touch And Go: An Anthology 
02.78 – 06.81 (EMI)
I liked Magazine for a long time before ever 
hearing them. Devoto was a huge figure as 
far as initiating the Manchester scene that  
I have such an affection for goes, and he 
defined the exploratory nature of post-punk. 
I believed I would never actually have to hear 
Magazine to love them; appreciating the 
facts seemed enough. Then, ‘Shot by Both 
Sides’ growled onto a dancefloor, and I 
realised I was being an idiot. Take ‘The Light 
Pours Out Of Me’, a song to which you can 
pin the heart of a scenester. It sports Public 
Image Limited’s stomp and thrust, Joy 
Division’s bleakness and A Certain Ratio’s 
funk. You can dance to it. You should. It 
celebrates itself, guitar crashes coming  
on like third-hand church bells.
Matthew Sheret

Matmos
The West (Vague Terrain/Autofact) 
It’s fair to say that Matmos are a concept-
driven band. The West Coast duo of Drew 
Daniel and MC Schmidt have released 
albums exploring everything from 19th 
Century American history to plastic surgery 
(through sampling and recording actual acts 
of surgery). Bearing that in mind, The West, 
now reissued some 10 years after it first 
appeared as the third Matmos album, 
sounds particularly conceptually 

unburdened, considering what it preceded. 
Opener ‘Last Delicious Cigarette’ begins  
with the moody atmospherics of Boards  
Of Canada before delving into something 
darker; a kind of B-movie drone. ‘Action At  
A Distance’ features Dave Pajo’s moody riffs, 
while ‘Sun On 5 At 152’ is all slide guitars 
and figurative electronic clicks, eventually 
succumbing to a strange, almost junglist 
beat. It’s consistently playful stuff, nowhere 
more so than on the title track’s 20-minute 
jam, which encompasses Krautrock, ambient 
and noise with dexterity. Despite feeling ever 
so slightly dated at times, The West remains 
strange and engaging. 
Sam Lewis

Subhumans
The Day The Country Died/From The
Cradle To The Grave (Bluurg) 
One of the prime movers of Eighties anarcho 
punk, Subhumans have always had these 
endearing wrinkles in their image which 
suggest that they kind of stumbled into punk 
rock rather than being specifically galvanised 
by it. Their delivery is textbook anarcho, yet 
Mandrax-abusing Wolfie Smith pranksters 
from a decade previous – The Pink Fairies, 
The Deviants, Third World War – lurk large in 
their DNA. Dick Lucas sings in a sandpapered 
cockney that would have ignited most Oi! 
bands even if pleather-gloved lyrical slaps  
at state-sanctioned spying, nuclear 
brinksmanship and vapid TV ads wouldn’t 
quite fit the bill. The opening brace in  
a chronological Subhumans reissue 
programme, these two albums are generally 
considered their best moments; The Day The 
Country Died’s unrelenting punk slashfest is 
maintained during most of From The Cradle 
To The Grave, with the closing title track 
setting a rather long poem to music with  
not wholly incendiary results.
Noel Gardner

Various
B-Music: Drive In, Turn On, Freak Out
(Finders Keepers)
The title and sleeve suggest Americana: 
twanging Dick Dale instrumentals, or shlocky 
movie themes. In order to do justice to B-
Music’s kaleidoscopically funky contents, 
though, Finders Keepers really should’ve  
put a great big ferry on the cover instead  
of a retro car, and filled it with snakes and 
butterflies and gold-painted boys. But 
enough about my subconscious…As befits  
a compilation put together by DJs of the  
B-Music club night, hosted by Andy Votel and 
Dominic Thomas, Drive In is as much directed 
towards dancefloors as it is a demonstration 
of Finders Keepers’ crate-digging expertise. 
It’s a commendably unpretentious trawl 
through off-kilter pop, psych and funk from 
far-flung locations, with beats, hooks and 
funny noises prioritised over geography and 
chronology (although the Seventies is the 
decade of choice).High points (and geek 
points) for me include a French dude with  
a Moog called Spectre (from Laurent 
Thibault’s Thélème label, Magma fans!), a 
rare Morricone track, and, most intriguingly, 
DJ Mahssa Taghania’s selection of Persian 
singer Parva (backed by guitar squelch and 
shimmering violin), promising great things 
for a future Iranian compilation. Not every 
track’s a listen-at-home winner: some DJs 
seem to have banked on the cheese factor 
falling away once the volume’s up and the 
dancefloor full, which well it might. But 

respectfully curated ‘world music’ this ain’t, 
and all the better for it.
Frances Morgan

Various
Ritual And Education (Ghost Box)
During the period that inspired much of the 
music on this download-only 20-track label 
sampler, television fulfilled functions both 
ritual and educational, as instructor and 
gently magickal force. Nostalgia for TV’s 
orderly yet oddly mysterious glory days has 
become an aesthetic in itself; but it’s also 
tribute to Jim Jupp and Julian House’s audio 
and visual design skills that this aesthetic,  
in the hands of Ghost Box, avoids kitsch. 
Instead, its small roster of artists use vintage 
analogue equipment and eccentric melody 
to build up an imagined archive where sound 
mirrors and ley lines show the way and spirit 
voices converse with oscillation devices. 
Contrasting voices become clear – Belbury 
Poly and Eric Zann are pseudonyms of Jupp, 
but while Zann’s radiophonic soundscapes 
evoke horror movie sound design, Belbury 
Poly’s sound is that of gently optimistic 
machines awakening to their possibilities in  
state-sponsored labs. The Advisory Circle’s 
breathy synths more directly emulate schools 
programming soundtracks and poke fun at 
spaced suburbanites in ‘Mogadon Coffee 
Morning’. The spoken samples can smack  
a little of novelty, but The Focus Group’s  

‘Hey Let Loose Your Love’ is a brilliantly  
nutty melange of stage-school hippy chants 
and orchestral swirls. Best of all, Glasgow 
psychogeographer Mount Vernon Arts Lab 
contributes two tracks from his presumed-
lost 2000 recording Séance At Hobbs Lane, 
which Ghost Box had the good sense to 
reissue a few years back.
Frances Morgan 

Zero Boys
Vicious Circle/History Of (Secretly
Canadian)
The Zero Boys hailed from a state capital  
in a general sense, but, in punk rock terms, 
Indianapolis was a barren landmass. They 
toured like bastards and sweated blood  
to build a network from virtually nothing,  
so that, 25 years later, sweaty-haired  
dorks from similar backwaters could sit  
at their computers and grouse about these 
frequently out-of-print releases (spanning 
1980-1984) being available to any fucker. 
Vicious Circle crystallises US punk’s evolution 
into hardcore: Ramones and Dead Boys 
loveletters jostle with borderline new wave 
and archetypal fat-free HC. It might never 
become canonical, but it’s near-faultless. 
History Of, collecting singles and assorted 
swill, understandably displays less of a 
coherent thread than Vicious Circle but has 
more than its fair share of brainbashers.
Noel Gardner

The Only Ones
The Only Ones/Even Serpents Shine/Baby’s Got A Gun  
(Sony/BMG)
I’ve always been vaguely embarrassed by my love for The 
Only Ones. Their lyrics are full of cliché (either veiled drug 
reference or laughably simple imagery masquerading as 

drugged-up angst), their music – palatable mid-Seventies power-pop – 
features too many guitar solos and crap faux jazz breaks, and their image is 
pure post-Exile Rolling Stones. Hear their first two singles, ‘Lovers Of Today’ 
backed with ‘Peter And The Pets’ and ‘Another Girl, Another Planet’, and 
that’s about all you need. And yet, I can’t help myself. Their 1978 debut is 
ruined by heavy-handed sax, particularly on the poignant ‘The Whole Of The 
Law’. ‘Another Girl’ is dynamite, obviously, its stuttering guitars and wail of 
feedback near bowel-loosening in their promise. ‘No Peace For The Wicked’ 
is exhilarating in its self pity, but the rest is exceedingly average. 

The following year’s Even Serpents Shine was decidedly against the  
punk zeitgeist: now, it sounds closer to Eighties LA ‘hair’ bands than is ever 
necessary. It had its moments, though. Stand-out single ‘Out There In The 
Night’ was similar to ace forgotten power-pop band The Records’ ‘Starry 
Eyes’; ‘From Here To Eternity’ was suitably maudlin and narcissist; and ‘Miles 
From Nowhere’ spat venom. By the time 1980’s bitter Baby’s Got A Gun 
came out, it was over. The Only Ones disbanded as Perrett slumped into a 
cycle of drug addiction. You could certainly draw comparisons between this 
band and The Libertines if you wanted to, but man… it’s too depressing. 
Everett True

under my stylus: aidan moffat

Buddha Machine II (FM3)
“It won’t fit under a stylus, 
but I received my Buddha 
Machine II by FM3 in the 
post today and I’m wholly 
in love. This new version  
of their little loop box is a 

great improvement and an expansion on the original, with better 
sound quality and the addition of a pitch bender. The music is 
beautiful and perfect, particularly the piano-led one, which is a 
delicate, plaintive little thing that I could happily have on until the 
batteries run out. To adapt the Buddhist chanting machine into an 
ambient loop player was an inspired stroke of genius of which I’m 
insanely jealous, and there can be no higher accolade in ambient 
music than gaining the approval of Brian Eno, who must be even more 
full of envy and love for it than I am.”
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Formative influences being what they are, it’s little 
wonder that a generation raised in darkened rooms, 
eyes transfixed by bouncing sprites traversing blocky 
mazes, should now be found recreating video games 
culture in their art. Marnie Stern’s looping runs and 
baroque lack of variation in tone should be instantly 
familiar to anyone who’s ever wielded a joypad, 
while Wizardzz – a side project of Lightning Bolt’s 
Brian Gibson – made an entire gaming concept 
album with 2006’s Hidden City Of Taurmond.  
Look deeper, though, and you’ll find a thriving 
subculture of games-influenced musicians that’s 
broad in ambition and scope, encompassing 
everything from emulation, remixing, cover bands, 
and original composition – projects borrowing not 
just from games themselves, but from the culture, 
music and community that has grown around them.

 In the US, you can trace this culture back to  
the late Nineties, when bands such as Generic  
(later the Advantage) and Jenova Project (later  
the Minibosses) began to arrange and cover  
popular game music themes, touring often,  
making recordings freely available, and encouraging 
others to join the remix culture – a growing scene  
of musicians dedicated to re-recording game music. 

It’s a culture that grew directly from the ranks  
of gaming fanboys. “I met some kids that were 
learning 8-bit songs in my high school,” explains 
Spencer Seim, drummer for The Advantage (who 
also count amongst their number touring Marnie 
Stern guitarist Robby Moncrieff). ”They were 
playing along to some previously programmed 
drums, but I’d just bought a drum-set, so I asked if  

I could play along. It was something I’d thought 
about doing a bunch but had no idea in going about 
it, but they’d already taken all the nerdy steps to  
go about learning all the stuff.” Many such bands 
typically gravitate towards Nintendo games, 
attractive for their instant recognition, insistent  
and repetitive lead melodies, distinctive tones, over-
layered arpeggiation, and frequent modulation – 
many of the staples, of course, of prog-metal and 
math rock. Game music is, in short, noodle heaven.

Yet outside of its stories, there is little of the 
fustiness of prog or the arcana of math rock in  
game music. As a form, it has progressed from  
a classically Japanese foregrounding of melody 

towards the greater textures brought by FM 
synthesis and multi-channel sampling, each 
innovation giving rise to its own heroes: Koji Kondo, 
author of generational earworm the Super Mario 
Brothers theme; Koichi Sugiyama, whose Dragon 
Quest 3 was the first game music arranged 
symphonically; and Nobuo Uemura, whose Final 
Fantasy soundtracks has synthesised Japanese  
and Western traditions to such popular effect. 

It’s perhaps no surprise that game sound 
technology, driven as it was by composers pushing 
the envelope of both hardware and programming, 
for some time became a staple of home electronic 
composition. The Amiga and Atari ST were widely 
used by contemporary Western musicians –  
the Amiga for its sequencer, the ST for its MIDI –  
as affordable, state-of-the-art kit unavailable 
elsewhere. Use of game consoles and chips – 
particularly, but not exclusively, the SNES and  
Game Boy – has since given rise to the thriving 
chiptune and 8-bit scenes, inhabited by the likes of 
Nullsleep, Bit Shifter, and Unicorn Kid. “I was pretty 
fascinated by the texture and mood of video game 
music as a kid, and the economy and efficiency of 
these programs has really spoiled me,” explains Bit 
Shifter in digizine Chaos Control, of his decision to 
reach for 8-bit technology over traditional musical 
tools. ”It’s a pretty abstract system, which to me is 
really a plus. It forces you into an unfamiliar mode  
of conceptualising music and sound, which can lend 
well to happy accidents and unexpected results.”

The scene is beginning to be popularly 
influential, as we saw with last year’s global crush  
on Crystal Castles’ punk 8-bit. But as evocative as 
the tones are, the majority of the chiptune scene  
is remarkably futuristic; less a feint at kitsch than a 
passionate advocacy of the power of polyharmonic 
bleeps, assembled like edifices, yet retaining the 
plasticity and innovation of the best interactive in-
game music. Chiptune has instituted its own annual 
bonanza, New York’s Blip Festival, while Two Player 
Productions has documented the scene in the 

Videogame music is 
noodle heaven

bleep evolution 
Words: Petra Davis 
Illustration: Matthew the Horse

The axe-shredders, circuit benders and pop composers 
granting vintage videogame scores an extra life
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The man behind Yeti is Mike McGonigal, who spent 
most of the Eighties and Nineties putting together 
Chemical Imbalance; a kind of New York super-’zine 
that boasted a circulation of 8,000 at its peak and 
ran from 1984 ‘til 1995. Those years were pretty 
eventful for McGonigal – on the one hand, CI’s 
proximity to the scene allowed him to put out 
unreleased music from acts like Pavement, Beat 
Happening, TV Personalities and Sonic Youth. On 
the other, he narrowly survived a double stabbing  
to the chest, lived for two years on the streets of 
New York as a heroin addict and was depicted as  
an “art fag” exiting a barber’s anus in the liner  
notes of 1987 Big Black EP ‘Headache’.

Taking time out to get his journalistic shit 
together (enjoying spells at eMusic and as music 
editor of Amazon.com) McGonigal returned to 
‘zines with Yeti in 2000; roughly about the time 
everyone started sobbing into their Heidelbergs  
over the imminent “death of print”. Surveying a 
media under threat from an army of ‘bloggers, 
Napster and human nature itself, McGonigal  
peered around and decided – what? To retreat to 
the low overheads and instant audience of the web? 
To at least scale down the fanzine, then, and riddle it 
with advertising? Nah – eschewing that, McGonigal 
decided to launch Yeti as a 228-page book with a 
free 23-track CD; charging readers getting used  
to paying nothing $11.95 for the privilege and 
shunting all advertising to the back. Clearly this is  
an “art-fag” with large, gleaming balls.

Released tri-annually, it’s probably best that Yeti’s 
writers decided against a theme, instead working 
under the vague notion that it’s “a general interest 
magazine for people with marginal interests”. 
Whatever, the music coverage is first-class –  
recent revelations Vivian Girls and Sic Alps feature 
alongside marginal stalwarts like The Clean, Arthur 
Russell and Sun City Girls (the latter turning in an 
interview that’s so ridiculously pompous only those 
who’d heard their music would be able to forgive it). 
Yeti is at its best, though, when introducing relative 
unknowns like Mingering Mike – the alias of the 
Washington DC R&B superstar who, for 50 years, 
played out every twist and turn of a tumultuous 
career in his own head. The same goes for Luc 
Sante’s collection of rare American postcards now 
nearing antiquity or crime fiction author Peter 
Doyle’s parade of mugshots from post-war Australia 
– a book it may look, but at 40, McGonigal still 
possesses the ‘zine writer’s drive for discovery, and 
that drive is what makes Yeti such a remarkable read.

www.myspace.com/yetimagazine

throbbing bristle 
Words: Kev Kharas

Screw yr flimsy paper zine: tri-annual 
tome Yeti covers the counterculture 
with a bit of weight

Totally Wired: 
Post-Punk Interviews And Overviews
Simon Reynolds (Faber And Faber)
In the mere four years since it was first published, Simon 
Reynolds’ Rip It Up And Start Again, an all-encompassing 
chronicle of the multi-faceted musical movements from  
1978 to 1984 going under the umbrella term of ‘post-punk’, 
has pretty much become the set text on the subject. In 
fairness, this is possibly due to it still being pretty much  
the only complete and thorough text on the subject, unlike  
the constant flow of literary regurgitations covering the 
stunted parent movement of punk. Perhaps this explains  
why Reynolds has felt it necessary to return to this ever fertile  
and, in print at least, undernourished era. Totally Wired is 
billed as the “companion” volume to Rip It Up…, and on first 
inspection resembles a book of footnotes and appendices.  
As when classic albums and films are now issued as “Special 
Editions” complete with multiple add-ons and bonuses,  
true devotees of Rip It Up… can go for the extras option of 
Totally Wired.

However, the territories covered in this second book  
still make for fascinating reading. Essentially, what we have 
here are the interviews with the musicians, label bosses and 
producers which formed the backbone of Reynolds’ research 
for Rip It Up…. Where that first volume arched vastly over  
the full panoply of post-punk, Totally Wired breaks down into 
the individual constituents, the people on the ground level, 
taking punk’s failed rhetoric and twisting it into new shapes. 
Basically, here are the human interest angles. Most of the 
interviews are with Brits, with a few New York luminaries 
such as Alan Vega and Lydia Lunch thrown in. One common 
theme is the influence of punk’s DIY ethos, rather than the 
bashed-out rock’n’roll of the music. As the Human League’s 
Phil Oakey baldly puts it to Reynolds, “Everyone you’re 
interviewing, they’ll say they don’t know what they were 
doing until the night they went out and saw Roxy Music”.  
A generalisation, but it displays a shared goal between the 
various bands and musicians which then splintered off into  
so many different permutations.

Of course, the endings are generally bad ones: death, 
destitution, drug addiction and plain old “being screwed by 
the biz”. Only in recent years has the influence of post-punk 
come to bear on today’s music scene, and almost always  
in greatly diluted form. A fascinating interview with Scritti 
Politti’s Green Gartside contains the stark admission,  
on listening to the so-called alternative rock of BBC6,  
“There was no trepidation. I had no sense that these people 
were playing with anything that they were slightly frightened 
of – either in themselves or in the music. No sense that they 
were going anywhere where they weren’t sure where they 
would end up.”
Euan Andrews

excellent Reformat The Planet, which toured 
international film festivals in 2008.

Far from the filesharing and DIY shows of 
chiptune and remix is the orchestral performance 
tradition, which has arisen primarily from the lush 
scores dominating game music since Dragon Quest 
3. Sugiyama instituted his ’Family Classic Concert’  
in 1987, bringing the most popular game music 
compositions to the stage. The Final Fantasy 
soundtracks are perhaps the apoetheosis of 
orchestral game music composition, and the first  
to break the international market. Since 2002, these 
compositions have been performed orchestrally  
to concert halls all over the world, while 2007,  
the 20th anniversary of Final Fantasy, saw the start 
of a world tour which continues into 2009. Game 
franchises are wise to the remix scene too: in 2003, 
Uemura recruited the Black Mages, a prog-metal 
band, to perform new arrangements of the Final 
Fantasy themes. The Black Mages are as much  
a part of the Final Fantasy franchise as Uemura 
himself, appearing at official concerts and events. 

The symbiotic relationship between game music 
and Western music cultures has come full circle with 
the institution of music-making games like Guitar 
Hero and Rock Band saturating Western gaming 
markets. When players pick up the controls to wail 
along to Blue Oyster Cult, they’re parodying two 
decades of video game music culture by learning 
new, game-oriented arrangements of rock staples. 
Game music is evolutionarily lively, replicating and 
variating, inviting participation and innovation by  
its very nature.
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Guy Picciotto’s Rhubarb Crumble
Fugazi rose from the ashes of straight-edge 
hardcore heroes Minor Threat. Since the late 
Eighties, they stuck it to the man with a consistency 
unrivaled in the underground. In the heady days  
of the early Nineties, when every post, proto,  
and poseur punk band was being snapped up  
by the major label vultures in their effort to  
uncover the next path to Nirvana, Fugazi  
stood strong. 

They rejected the embarrassment of riches  
offered to them, instead focusing on the simple 
embarrassment of being rich. They stuck to their  
DIY guns, remaining committed to independent 
labels and affordable music for all. It is not just  
great music that should be available to all – 
wonderful food also belongs to everyone.

Guitarist Guy Picciotto shares his recipe for 
Rhubarb Crumble, the perfect end to any meal.  
The best thing about it? Just like every other  
Fugazi offering, you can have it for under $10  
and all ages will undoubtedly enjoy it.

Filling ingredients 
4 cups diced rhubarb, cut into smallish chunks
3 Granny Smith apples
3/4 cup of honey
1-1/2 tablespoons of cornstarch
1 ⁄8 teaspoon of cardamom

Crumble topping ingredients
1/2 cup unbleached flour
1/2 cup firmly packed light brown sugar
1/2 teaspoon cinnamon
1/4 teaspoon kosher salt
5 tablespoons unsalted butter, cut into tiny cubes 
(put butter in freezer briefly till cold and hard )
2 tablespoons of sliced almonds, crushed walnuts, 
or crushed pecans or all of the above.

Preparation
1. Preheat the oven to 350ºF.
2. Dice the rhubarb into small chunks and peel,  
core, and cut the apples into thin slices.
3. Combine all the fruit in a big bowl then mix in  
the honey, cornstarch, and cardamom.
4. Dump the fruit concoction into an 8 x 8 inch 
baking pan and then smooth out the top with  
a rubber spatula so it’s nice and even.
5. In a separate bowl, combine the flour, brown 
sugar, salt, and cinnamon.
6. Take the cold butter and dice it up into little  
mini butter squares.

7. Toss the butter square tidbits into the dry topping 
ingredients. Rub the butter bits into the mix with 
your fingers just till it forms crumblets. Don’t over 
rub – you want nice crumbs. Add the nuts and then 
spread the crumble topping over the fruit filling in 
the pan.
8. Bake for 55 minutes till the top is nicely browned 
and the fruit filling is bubbling up like a tar pit.
9. Serve warm with vanilla ice cream or as is. 
Refrigerates nicely.

From Lost In The Supermarket by Kay Ozich  
Owens and Lynn Owens. Published by Soft Skull 
Press, £12.99. Available from all good bookshops  
and online.

Plan B speaks to Lost In The Supermarket 
author Lynn Owens

Why did you start asking musicians for recipes?
Lynn Owens: “[Co-writer] Kay [Bozich Owens]’s 
always had a thing for cooking. She spends her free 
time filling books of various recipes of various sorts. 
Given her ongoing interest in music, it was natural 
that they would intersect at some point. In the  
book we relate an story from where we were out  
to dinner in San Francisco and sitting next to a  
table with Genesis P-Orridge of Throbbing Gristle. 
We spent most of the evening trying to figure out 
what he ordered and why, which launched into  
a sort an on-again, off-again game between us 
about various musicians and other famous folks  
and what they cooked. 

”When Kay started this project, we had just 
moved to Connecticut for me to take a new job 
teaching at Wesleyan University. There wasn’t  
much to do to keep busy in town so she thought  
to pass the time she would write to some  
favorite bands to ask for their favourite recipes. 
Surprisingly enough, many wrote back and 
expressed unexpected levels of enthusiasm over  
the request.”

Have any been so good they’ve become 
‘your own’?

“One recipe that Kay has added to her arsenal  
of frequent preps is Belle and Sebastian’s Plum, 
Honey Vinegar, and Feta Salad. This recipe helped 
her realise her love for plums. Thus, this brings 
together one of the larger themes for us in 
preparing the book – which was one of constant 
discovery – of new bands, of new aspects to  
already known bands, of new recipes, of new 
flavours, and new experiences.”

good taste 
Interview: Louis Pattison

Learn to make  
rhubarb crumble  
like a true punk  
with Lost In The  
Supermarket

books

Welcome To Mars: Fantasies Of Science 
In The American Century 1947-1959 
Ken Hollings (Strange Attractor Press)
Welcome To Mars began life as a radio series on Resonance 
FM, a dense collaborative project that set the writings of  
Ken Hollings against Simon James’ spaced-out electronic 
music, a CD of which is included here. With the help of 
Strange Attractor Press, Hollings’ writings have been built  
up into a complex and well-researched work that offers a 
glimpse into an extraordinary period – the years following  
the Second World War, where new technologies and a radically 
transfigured world stage set the planet spinning on a different 
axis. It’s a near pile up of strange facts, countered with B-
movie hysteria, science fiction and pop culture to create 
descriptions of a time that border on hallucinatory. Hollings 
touches on the mass media, the psychotic psychologies of 
game theory and L Ron Hubbard’s Dianetics, declassified 
military information, rockets, bombs and UFOs, LSD, B-movies 
and breakfast cereals. But while Hollings’ approach feels 
initially somewhat scattershot, the way topics are juxtaposed 
feels revealing – the only true way of explaining a period 
where things were new, perverse, and experimental. 

Sections of the book are terrifying. You’re left wondering 
how humans survived, as Hollings describes a world locked 
into a whirlwind of ‘production‘, possessed by a desire to 
extend and control human consciousness and behaviour. 
Particularly chilling is the casual attitude to human 
experimentation, as practised by the likes of the military,  
the CIA, and think thanks such as the RAND Corporation – 
institutions not above using unwitting human guinea pigs  
to uncover the hidden properties of LSD, or high doses of 
radiation. Startling too, in these cynical times, is the wide-
eyed willingness of the American public to put their trust  
in new ideas, ideas sold through the seductive allure of  
a space-age future. 

It’s a contradictory book, dense but easily read, endlessly 
sparking interest and further reading through its complex 
cast of characters, and one that requires several reads in  
case anything was missed. Like the work of kindred spirits 
Adam Curtis, or Techgnosis writer Erik Davis (who provides  
a foreword), Hollings cuts his own path through the densely 
researched facts, turning up a new take on the history of the 
era. This is destined to become an important book.
Marcus Scott

dvd
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“I want my band back. I want my dreams back,” 
said Billy Corgan, regarding his decision to reform 
Smashing Pumpkins, and he booked a nine-night 
residency at a small venue in Asheville, North 
Carolina. “I don’t know if he picked Asheville  
or Asheville picked him, because Billy’s all about 
chance,” gushes his personal assistant, and I  
almost spit a mouthful of rum at the screen. 

If Corgan is ‘about’ anything at all, it is 
contrivance; a meticulously planned career, micro-
managed down to the finest detail and executed 
with despotic narcissism. Teutonic blonde on bass – 
nice, check. Japanese-looking dude – very cool, 
check. And in order to make records, Jimmy 
Chamberlain, one of the finest drummers of his  
era. Corgan recently stated that “97 per cent”  
of the recordings were the work of him and 
Chamberlain, confirming what everyone already 
knew – that the other two were mainly there for 
show. Corgan’s finest song, ‘Rhinoceros’, appeared 
on the debut album Gish, and such purity of 
emotion would never be heard again. From Siamese 
Dream onwards, Corgan’s arguable songwriting 
skills were smothered by desperate egomania. 

And so in 2007, Corgan sits in his hotel room 
writing songs in a dressing gown that makes him 
look like a lobotomised mental patient. Each night 
he plays yesterday’s new song to the fans. In a scene 
so jaw-droppingly cringeworthy it is difficult to 
accurately describe, Corgan stands out on a balcony 
strumming his guitar, and a fan arrives with a plaster 

model of Corgan’s head. Her friend died, and she 
found her body, and the only thing that pulled her 
through was the fact that Smashing Pumpkins were 
reforming. And so she made a replica of Corgan’s 
head. And then she gave it to him. “It helped centre 
you, yeah, yeah,” says Corgan, struggling to pay 
attention (Corgan meeting the fans – check). Back 
at the hotel, he writes a song about Nazi Germany, 
and bitches on about the pressure to play audience 
favourites, instead of putting them through a 
punishing three-hour set of new material. “Why 
won’t you play songs like ‘Soma’ anymore?” asks  
a voice. “Why do you ask?” Corgan spits back, 
recalling the natural grace with which he dismissed 
former bassist D’arcy Wretsky as a “mean-spirited 
drug addict” and blames guitarist James Iha for  
the break-up of the Pumpkins. Considering Jimmy 

Chamberlain’s heroin addiction, his sacking, later 
rehabilitation, and his rejoining of the band, one 
might think Corgan would steer away from pathetic 
slurs regarding drug abuse (never mind the fact that 
spending more than a few moments in the company 
of this man would have most normal people pulling 
their bathroom to pieces for something to inject). 

Corgan then admits that he won’t play ‘Soma’ or 
‘Mayonnaise’ any more because they are songs he 
“identifies strongly with James”. Basking in wealth 
and success, he cannot cope with the fact that Iha 
got a songwriting credit for some of the chord 
structures. “But I wrote the songs,” he pleads. 
‘Zero’, a single from Mellon Collie And The Infinite 
Sadness contains a moment of truth. Propelled by 
an undeniably muscular guitar riff, Corgan sings 
”God is empty/just like me”. Checkmate.

A meticulously 
planned career, 
executed with 
despotic narcissism

his little empire 
Words: Nick Talbot 
Illustration: Kai Wong

Billy Corgan wants his dreams back – 
and if anyone spoils it for him, there’ll 
be hell to pay. Watch the toys fly out 
the pram in Smashing Pumpkins’ 
new concert DVD If All Goes Wrong

dvd

Kick That Habit
Dir Peter Liechti, Drag City, 42 mins
Described as a “sound movie”, Peter Liechti’s film places 
itself firmly in the tradition of adventurous film-making of  
the old-fashioned sort, where the audience is expected to 
contribute as much to the story, such as it is, as the director 
and subjects on screen themselves. 

Shot mostly in black and white, the film follows members 
of noisemakers Voice Crack (Norbert Möslang and Andy 
Guhl) in the late Eighties as they assemble a plethora of 
electronic kipple and proceed to make it squeak, rumble, 
scrape and grind in interesting ways. Footage from a couple 
of performances cuts between shots of the artists and friends 
on an avant-garde travelogue across Switzerland, from grim 
mini-golf course via snow-capped mountain-top to ferry 
boats, to underwater ripples and the roadside spray of 
sunflowers, taking on rehearsals and the concerts themselves 
in between. 

The carefully-planned structure of the film seems to 
follow the same aesthetic apparent in Voice Crack’s approach 
to the gigs recorded on film. Intriguingly, neither sight nor 
sound of an audience appears, though in the context of  
the film, their absence – or presence – seems irrelevant. The 
serious work of making unusual sounds and imagery, artful 
switches from colour to monochrome included, encourages 
studious, even silent contemplation of the surrounding 
landscape. Everything is offset against the minute examination 
of relaxation, of the mechanics of daily living, placed against 
sometimes playful, occasionally visceral excursions into the 
sort of sounds which would stretch most definitions of music, 
except perhaps those of John Cage or AMM.

The segments of live footage may be the peaks at which 
the intent of the film reaches an apex, and what sets it apart 
from another round of lo-resolution snapshots from the past. 
Intriguing as that is in and of itself, the contrast of Möslang 
and Guhl’s travels with their friends and of the ways and 
means by which the performances are achieved, with  
sound pushed and explored for its own sake, is eventually 
invigorating. The lack of commentary sets the film free from 
the guiding narrative of a documentary and into something 
more akin to a tone poem, and the texture of the 16mm film 
itself is as much a part of the experience as the close-miked, 
eventually self-producing soundtrack.
Richard Fontenoy

plan b | 81

MEDIALPfmm.indd   81 19/01/2009   16:57:48



OK. Have you had any ridiculous hyperbole 
written about you that you can quote to me, 
like when a writer goes completely over-the-
top, and says something that’s maybe more 
than you deserve?

[Flash sounds hurt] “More. Than what I. 
Deserve?” [We both laugh, me nervously]. 

Have I offended you?
“No!”
What’s the biggest misconception about 

Grandmaster Flash?
“The biggest misconception is that I am a rapper. 

Some people did not know that I was the first DJ 
to create the hip-hop technique of moving 
a record back and forth and cutting it. That was 
really weird. It’s very rare now, but at one time 
people would approach me and ask me to 
say a rap.”

What is the most over-used adjective about 
your sound?

“They use the word rap too much. This is 
hip-hop, it covers four elements.”

What’s the most heinous lie that you’ve told 
in an interview?

“I’ve hidden some of my past. I was too afraid, 
or perhaps too embarrassed. I had a real bad bout 

with drugs at one point. When I was a kid 
I used to mess with my father’s record collection 
and he used to beat me. Whenever a journalist 
would poke around in that area I would dance 
my way out of it. I wasn’t too much with the lying 
thing, though.”

Has music criticism ever helped to improve 
your music?

“It didn’t, and you know why? Because I get 
hundreds and hundreds and hundreds of songs 
in advance from different artists. When I’m 
playing the hit song, I dissect it. Why does this 
song do what it does to people? Is it the bass 
that makes it move, or is it the chord change? 
Or what they’re talking about? It’s a blessing to be 
able to tour and get an international perspective 
on what people like. It gives me my added edge.”

But you’ve never got anything similar from 
reading about yourself?

“One time there was this journalist interviewing 
me, saying ‘Where have you been? Nobody knows 
about you anymore.’ It had me stunned the whole 
day. Then when it was time for me to do my show 
there must have been 15,000 people. And I said, 
‘I’ve been advised that you people don’t know who 
I am. So let’s take it from the beginning.’ 

”I went to the turntables, took the crowd to the 
ceiling, stopped the music. ‘You guys know who 
I am?’ Screaming came back large. Totally positive 
pandemonium. Write what you write, but to say 
people don’t know who I am..?”

If you were a music magazine editor, who 
would you feature and why? And who would 
you put on the cover?

“I’d love to hear a chronological, historical thesis 
on Dr Dre or Jay-Z. Because they both went through 
rough pasts to get where they are.”

What do you do when someone you don’t 
like cites you as an influence?

“I take it as a pleasure. Some of the people, 
I didn’t even know that I was an influence. 
Like Fatboy Slim, People Under The Stairs. 
Midnight Juggernauts…”

Have you ever Googled yourself?
“No. I have people in my company that take care 

of the Googling. I’ve been on it once or twice.”
What’s the favourite of your record covers, 

and why?
“Probably They Said It Couldn’t Be Done. It gave 

me my restart, coming out of that Sugar Hill mess 
and them saying that I was over. It was a blessing.”

Is there any advice that you’ve had about 
your direction or your presentation that you’re 
glad you ignored?

“That age matters. Various people said after you 
do it a certain amount of time you should stop doing 
it. I was like: ‘Oh, whatever, no way’.”

Are there any places where you haven’t 
been successful?

“Success is measured in people’s point of view. 
I look at triumph and tragedy the same way. You 
always learn something. If I didn’t I would be afraid. 
I’ve been blessed to have been to almost every free 
world country and performed as a DJ.”

What kind of film would you most like your 
music to soundtrack?

“I like watching movies where the little guy wins 
in the end. And he goes through what he goes 
through, but he’s probably fighting for the people 
and he’s the little guy and he’s right, but the giant 
has more. And he beats the giant.”

There’s a great story in your book about 
the original sound system that you made, 
where there’s all these other guys in the 
parks with their big sound systems, like 
Kool Herc, and there’s you with your 
homemade system…

“And I’d sound like crap, but it didn’t matter.”
Little guy against the world.
“And that’s who I am. I see that now, I’m a little 

famous guy. The world is not against me anymore, 
the world is just saying, ‘Come right, come with 
something we could jam to’ – and hopefully I hit 
the mark.”

What’s the most insane thing a fan has ever 
done to impress you?

“I was in Germany, after a show, and I was being 
escorted to my car. And this guy kept trying to get 
through my security. He couldn’t speak the 
language, but his boys kept pointing at his back. 
And I froze. This guy took his shirt off and turned 
around, and he had a tattoo of me in my crouched 
position DJing, the cover photo from the Strut 
Adventures Of Grandmaster Flash CD. I got dizzy for 
a couple of seconds when I’d seen this. I felt the pain 
that it must have taken and the hours to get that 
kind of detail. Amazing. God is really good, man.”

‘I have people in my 
company that take 
care of the Googling’

the blessed revenge of…
grandmaster flash
Words: Ringo P Stacey
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Plan B says:
“You can read it for the tales of mental breakdown 
and excess you get from most rock biogs – my 
personal favourite involves a fairly justifiable murder 
attempt with a flare gun. You can read it for Haines-
eye takes on his key mythological events – his 
getting The Auteurs kicked off a The The tour,  
the leap/fall which led to him being wheelchair 
bound while writing After Murder Park, sending 
Anarchist Cookbook pages out in lieu of a press 
release for the Baader Meinhof single. And – as  
the subtitle suggests – you can read it for the acid 
portraits of most major Britpop players – like, say, his 
first sighting of Britpop’s golden couple, capturing 
Albarn and Frischman as ‘a gruesome couple…a 
pair of greedy hobgoblins, knocking down small 
children in their path’.”– Kieron Gillen, Plan B #41

Find out more at www.randomhouse.co.uk

Next month in Plan B (Out March 2)
We combat the chill with a dose of the Dionysion 
and a bout of the Bacchanalian, sharing a glass or 
three with Bonnie ’Prince’ Billy and getting a lesson 
in the art of partying with Baltimore’s Dan Deacon. 
Plus your familiar 84 pages of reviews and 
interviews, and an exclusive covermount CD from 
Smalltown Supersound. Don’t miss.

Back Issues
UK – £4.00, EU airmail – £5.50 
Rest of the world airmail – £7.50
All issues are still available apart from Issue 0. For 
enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com

Subscriptions
UK – 12 issues for £35 (save £7 on the cover price), 
EU airmail – 12 issues for £55
Rest of the World airmail – 12 issues for £75

Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, 156-158 Gray’s Inn Road, London WC1X 8ED. 
Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card or Paypal

We reckon that if you’ve come this far in your copy of Plan B, you’ll be scribbling yourself 
a mental note not to miss the next issue. If you sign up as a subscriber now, we will 
ensure that you get a copy of Plan B through your letterbox each and every month for  
a whole year. You’ll save money on the cover price as well – what’s not to like?
    Every month, we have a new offer for new subscribers and this month, anybody 
hopping onboard the good ship Plan B will receive a free copy of Luke Haines’ recent 
book Bad Vibes: Britpop And My Part In Its Downfall, detailing a vitriolic take on the 
Nineties and beyond, from the man dubbed the ‘Adolf Hitler of Britpop’.

To qualify for either offer please mention PB42 on the back of your 
cheque or in the Paypal comments box. You can see our other subscriber 
offers, buy back issues, sort out your subscription, read blogs and 
features, and start fights on the forum at www.planbmag.com
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WWW.WICHITA-RECORDINGS.COM

THE BRONX 
THE BRONX
OUT NOW

Album of the week in Kerrang! and NME, 
album of the month in Rock Sound and Big Cheese.

New single “Young Bloods” in stores on 2nd March on 7 and download. 

THE CRIBS
LIVE AT THE BRUDENELL SOCIAL CLUB
OUT NOW

Limited triple DVD set, includes live versions of every Cribs song. 
Recorded across three nights in Leeds at the end of 2007.

THE DODOS 
VISITER (DOUBLE DISC SPECIAL EDITION)
OUT NOW - CD & DVD

Hugely acclaimed album now with a full 75 minute live set 
recorded at ULU in London.

SKY LARKIN
THE GOLDEN SPIKE
9th FEBRUARY - LTD CD / LP / CD

Hotly anticipated debut album from the band the NME described as 
“sweet, subtle and with a hell of a kick”.

New single “Beeline” out now as wristwatch and download.

FIRST AID KIT
DRUNKEN TREES EP
23rd FEBRUARY - ENHANCED CD / DOWNLOAD

Debut release from the latest Wichita signing. This EP from the Swedish 
duo now includes their cover of Fleet Foxes “Tiger Mountain Peasant Song” 
and three exclusive live video recordings.

Plan B “Drunken Trees is near perfect, like a new born babe: sweet, lovable 
and infectious”

Limited seven inch featuring two songs from the EP in stores from February 9th.

ALSO IN STORES NOW: BLOC PARTY - INTIMACY / CONOR OBERST - CONOR OBERST / EUROS CHILDS - CHEER GONE / 
GREG WEEKS - THE HIVE / HER SPACE HOLIDAY - XOXO PANDA AND THE NEW KID REVIVAL / LOS CAMPESINOS! - HOLD ON 
NOW, YOUNGSTER... & WE ARE BEAUTIFUL, WE ARE DOOMED /  LOVVERS - THINK / SIMIAN MOBILE DISCO - SAMPLE & HOLD:
ADSR REMIXED / THOSE DANCING DAYS - IN OUR SPACE HERO SUITS
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